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1 do present yoa. Ladies 

With a garland of wreathed flowers— some bright. 
Some sad — like life, made up of smiles and tears ; 
Contemn them not; what one dislikes, some other one 
May ftTOoi^— 

Thb Drbau or Arcadt. 
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PREFACE. 



Whbn a Book is presented to the public^ eustom 
authorizes us to expect, that it should be accom- 
panied by a prefatory explanation^ stating the why 
and wherefore of its appearance ; according^, the 
author either endettvours to rest his claims to 
public attention on the simple yet solid basis* of 
Truth, or^ on the other hand^ raises a fabric of 
Fiction, whereby to st^port them : in either 
case> the work depends entirely upon its owq 
merits for any share of praise, or censure, that 
may be bestowed upon it^ while to gratify the 
caprice ofcusiam, the writers brain is often rack- 
ed to produce a plausible something, for intruding 
the productions of his pen to the world. As little 
attempt as yet been made, to emancipate us from 
these fetters which gall the xmnd, I am con* 
strained to tread in the footsteps of my predeces- 
sors ; yet, as avoidiii^ any attempt at imposition, 
I shall candidly avow, that my purpose in 
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VI. PREFACE. 

writing was to employ and please myself; — but 
united to the hope, that some gratification might 
be extended to the minds of those, who, are content 
with humble sources of amusement, and will deign 
to be acquainted with the domestic intercourse of 
passing things ; for nay writings will not be found 
to afford scope to imaginations, which, like 
Eagle's wings, delight but in soaring over the 
loftiest heights, and find a resting place, only 
amid supernal sublimities. — My patii is earth, 
tmd earth-bom sympathies my theme; having 
introduced as little fiction into my subjects as 
might be consistent with poetry ; and consider- 
ing that facts, particularly historical facts, are to 
the enlightened, more pleasing in the simplicity 
of their truth, than the excursive flights of poetic 
license, which too often mislead the unden^^tand* 
ing, and render it unfit for .the r«a/t7tWof life.— 
in conclusion^ I must beg the leniency of my 
readers fbr the poems now presented ; as by far 
the greater portion was written years ago, and 
without any idea of their being read beyond thei 
circle of my own friends ; — but since my deter- 
mination to send them into a more extended 
sphere, they have undergone such eonectjioQs as 
appeared necessary. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



It was before the Altar of the Cathedral of Florence, 
during the celebration of high mass, in the year 1476, 
that Ginliano de* Medici was mordered, by the hand of 
Francesco Pazzi his disappointed rival. — His Brother 
Lorenzo the magnificent, was severely wounded, and nar- 
rowly escaped with life from the hands of the conspira- 
tors.— This horrible plot, no doubt, owed its strength to 
political motives, and jealousy of the growing power of 
Medici ; but the true origin, if we may credit the Histo- 
rians of the day, was Zove, not Ambition. — ^At a Tourna- 
ment given by Lorenzo, his Brother Giuliano and Fran- 
cesco Pazzi, of a family which bore hereditary enmity to 
to the Medici, were both in love with the beautiful 
CammiUa Caffarelii. — After a long courtship, Giuliano 
was the favoured lover ; and not long afterwards, fell a 
victim to the rage of his vindictive rivaJ, at the very 
Altar of God ! 
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GIULIANO DE' MEDICI. 



CANTO I. 

Florence ! how fair thy city stands 
Amid thy vine empurpled lands^ 
Like some bright goddess, round whose zone 
An amethystine wreath is thrown ! 
How gently 'neath the cloudless sun 
Thy Amo*s glittering waters run^ 
Upon whose pure and peaceful breast 
The mirror'd heavens seem to rest ! 
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I GITTLIANO DB MEDICI. 

Around each place a spdl is thrown. 
Whilst mufflc makes thy land its own. 
Heard sweetest in the evenii^ hour 
From lattice high, or maiden's hower — 
Felt deepest when haish sounds are still. 
And twilight's soft'ning powos instil 
Within each breast the purer part. 
And fold in bliss the list'ning heart 

Florence! thy daughters with thee claim 
Thy dower of beauty — wdl hath fame 
Told thdr aichantm^tSy and no less 
The pride which wraps their loveliness ; 
Yet deem we but its breathings cold. 
When vision like — our eyes behold 
Features and forms in which we trace 
Nature's best moddings and grace. 
With brows now pensive, and now bright. 
As April days half shade, half light, 
Lovely in each — this ray revealing. 
And that as gentle twilight stealing. 
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Now closely yeiled — now coyly seeming 
To shade their eyes too fatal beaming 
With silken ladies, which the rather 
Impel the shafts of loye sUU larther ; 
Capricious, eimple yet engaging — 
A playful war with reason waging. 
Weaving round the heart and bmin, 
A thomless wreath, a pliant chain — 
Bending wisdom to their will. 
Wayward. — mid yet gentle «till ; 
Such are thy daugbters, Florence ! giv^i^ 
To make thy land, less earth — • Uian heaven. 

The sun through morning's loaist^ breaking; 
And folded ioweis from sle^ are waking. 
The lark ere lost in heavai's own blue. 
Shakes ftom its wing tiie ^amond dew 
Then 0oars on scHig-exulting way 
To greet the fitst glad step of day. 
Nature how lovely ! — earth and sky 
Breathe of thy twofold haimony, 
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Whoee hues so swe^y blend together. 
That land seems part of ciicHng ether. 
Young eyes can scarcely sleep till morning. 
But waken with the early dawning ; 
Gay crowding thoughts, by fancy drest. 
Have pilfi^^ half each maiden's rest. 
And through their dreams in blended guise 
Each its own mi^c spell supplies. 
And decks in bright or dark'ning shades 
Whatever most the mind pervades. 
Then who may guess what hath supplied 
The dreamer's hour, — or what the tide 
' Of changeful and of checquef d thought 
To each fair sleeper hath been brought. 
Yet must we deem one grand event — 
The coining day of tournament. 
Hath been the spell, which maiden'^ mind 
Has scarce through one short sleep resigned — 
The very words have import high 
"Combat de$ armea** — and chivalry 
For Ladies' love — the wing of fame 
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May wdl exalt the knightly gaml^ 
Whose gaerdon is, to bend the knee 
And plight the fond heart's fealty 
At beauty's shrine — well may sweet rest 
Be truant fix>m each gentle breast. 
And early daylight find them weaving 
Hopes, and fears, one half deceiving ; 
Each beauty wondering who will prove 
The day's elected .^ Queen of love" ; 
And when the hefan's loosed bars discover 
At once the hero and the lover^ 
Oh ! how in pride and blushing beauty 
Shall she receive the kneeling duty 
Of her own knight — and bid him rise 
Aind wear for her his valour's prize. 
Others less on conquest dreaming. 
Shrink from the spear's too vivid gleami 
And fear lest acmie unguarded chance 
Unhorse their Lord — or break his lance 
And prove him but a vanquished knight 
Whose brightest deeds are no^ in fight— 
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Thus pass the ling'iing moments by, 
Till dawns the fair reality. 



Noon, tho' in her summer beams. 
Looks dim to yonder glonring fidd 
Where burnished armour richly gleams. 
And gold and gems their splendour yield. 
Steeds in housings rarely wrought 
Spurs by matchless valour bought. 
Knight and dame in casque and feather. 
Wealth and beauty blend t<^ether. 
Glittering o'er the crowded plain 
Till dazzled eyebaliSy seek to gain 
Some scene less gorgeous where penrades 
A softer hue 'mong sheltered shades. 
But who can torn from such an hour 
Where boauty^ spell has double power — 
Where Knights their Milan knoes try 
In honour's feats of chividry ; 
Fair in fonn, as proud in mood. 
Mantling high in noble Uood, 
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Look as if to them was given 

Each treasure brightest under, beayen. 

Among those noUes there moves ome, 
M^dicTB brave and gallant eon 
Above whose high and crested brow ; 
Is seen the white plume's graceful flow 
With pniple scarf enwiought in gold> 
Shewing amid each silken fold 
The chevalier's ancestral name* 
Borne on the soarii^ wings of fame — 
The motto on whose inlaid shieU* 
** Far nuiidens lave, I dar^ th0jfield"-^ 
And she, whose lustie from aiar 
Shines o'er his path — a guiding star 
Love's tremor owns, the while her knigfat 
Prepares to hazard in the fight 
His arm for h^, lest sword, or spe^tr. 
Should scathe a form, so jusHj dc^tx. 
She whose rare beauty is the theme 
Of minstrers harp and poet's dream ; 
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Yet whose bright parity and worth 
, Require no aid to set them forth — 
In graven characters they lie 
In her ML-soul'd» and gentle eye. 
In looks more beautiftdly faiif 
Than ever art may hope to wear. 
Low on the earth now sinks her gaze. 
Her ear hath caught the lavish praise 
Her form inspires, and one rich glow 
Mantles her cheek, and neck of snow — 
In haste she seeks the graceful aid 
Of silken veil that bludi to shade. 
As when some wreathing vapour plays. 
In blending softness, round the rays 
Of summer's sun — and hence the light 
Undazzling meets the gazer's sight ; 
So that bright girl thus chastdy shrined. 
Looks as a living light refined. 
Whose fair adornment seems a part 
Of her own purity of heart— 
A shield when wanton gaze is near. 
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A grace, when Yhtae has no fear. 

And now the Herald loud proclaims 
The roles of tilt/ and tourney games : 
" Elach Ejoight the contest shall sustain 
''With lance alone, till on the plain 
'' On foot they meet, then fspesa or sword 
" In torn may equal aid affi>rd. 
" Him, who unharmed sustains tiie fig^t, 
'^The law proclaims— the victor Knight; 
''The prize-— a crimson scarf embossed 
" With gold and gems of rarest cost, 
" To him decreed who boldly dares, 
" And from the fidd unsullied bears 
" His knightly honour and his fame ; 
" Further — his gallant deeds shall claim 
" The proud pre-eminence to name 
" The "Queen of Lore" who shall present 
" The prize of this day's Tournament" 
See! at the trumpet's thrilling sound 
The bounding chargers clear the ground. 
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Whose riders meet the fierce advance 
Of challenge made by point of lance. 
Or spear i^yersed — the one to Aew 
The challenge comes from knightly foe,-^ 
The oHier courteous, but to daim 
A place in honour's proudest game. 
Mark where the combatants unke 
Spear unto spear — while some alight 
On the strong hehn and targe— and those 
Ring the sted breast-fdate with their Uows. * 
Where yon high sable plume upfeaES 
Above the rest^ bold Pazzi bears 
His graceful form in bumidied vest. 
With em'ndd scarf athwart his breast. 
White pennon floating on whose shield 
The falcon soars o*cir azure fidd, 
Medici's targe receives his lance 
With spears in rest — in swift advance 
The liists they dose — ^ wdl matched in might; 
See how they wage in fiercest fight — 
Watch the close combat -^ blow on blow 
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Speaks the deep vengeance of a foe. 
What lurking kate ! — what secret fend ! 
Nerves ettiher aim — Of noble blood. 
Chiefs of their country and its state. 
High in its councO, and debate. 
Kinsmen by ties of maniage rite. 
Whose bonds their chiefest powers unite — 
Theirs is no chiivilry, but strife 
Fearful as that, when life from life 
Draws the red curreirt, and that bieatii 
Whose gasp foreteb approaching death i 
Butlo! linhonnd proud Pazzi lies; 
Media's valour yet deies 
Anothefs qiear — and quick again 
Contending o'er the trophM plain. 
His skill demands the loud acclaim. 
Whilst triumph gathers n»und his name. 
Thrice is he victor — * and o'er those. 
Who rank amid his darkest foes: 
For here, upon this very field 
Where wnUh to courtesy might yield. 
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In strong and deq> concentred hate. 

The lx>ld conspirators await 

To strike the blow, which may dissever 

Medici*s pow'r and right for ever. 

But no ! not now-— not here Ae tide ' 

Of crimson blood shall quench the fHide 

Of that fair name — not now the woe 

Which must sacceed death's vengefol blow 

Shall here be felt --^ malice hath still 

Some darker workings to fulfil. 

Ere with her feU, and fatal hand 

She sweeps from off this gifted land . 

The scions of that noble race 

Whose miiMf are these ; — that lofty place. 

And wealthy and honour, and high name 

Their deeds have purchased -^ whilst loud fame 

Still chronicles in her vast page 

Their fathers' struggles, in that age 

When liberty in chains wius bound. 

And patriot's life blood soak'd the ground—- 

The triumph of each mighty deed. 
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Though by their ancestors achieved^ 
Is still the brightest halo* shed. 
Around each young Medici s head. 

Giuliano — he whose brow 
Unhelmeted, is brightening now 
With the sweet consciousness, that one 
Hath watched his welfare,, and will own 
His honour stainliess,'^ this the crown 
Of his heart's glory and renown, — 
With buoyant, hope's elastic tread,. 
Unchecked by secret wrong, or dread. 
He gains that balcony — where grace 
And beauty, chum the fiiiry plaice. 
Admiring eyes are resting now,' 
On his.flnshedcheek, and youthful brow. 
Whilst many hearts hare flung aside 
Their chill reserve, and shrouding pride. 
And one sweet stream, in kindly glow. 
Is felt through every vein to flow ; 
For his the foim -!- no woman's eye. 
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Can pass indifferently by ; 

'Tia lofty> and yet in his face 

No shades of hanglitineBS we trace ; 

A soul is seen — that my horn whence 

Beauty derives intdligoice. 

But soul, and feelings, all seem Ibrown 

On one sweet hope — one spell alone 

Hath nerved him in each danng pait> 

And been the impulse to his heart 

To win the voice of fmbUe fiune 

Had been to faim, no glorious aim ; 

A blighter influence was found, 

A gentler tie his feelings bound 

And now 'mid cheers, and acarb whicb wave 

To greet the victor and the brave, 

Oneftoe — one smile — alone he sees. 

Oh love! such are tby mysteries; 

Though others wear a beam no less 

Of youth, and joy, and hiypincsB^ 

Yet, to thine all too partial sight. 

But one thy fancy robes in light ; 
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The rest recede, or but appear 
As beings of some other sphere. 
Oh envied hour ! the prize is j^aced. 
With one, whose lustre would have graced 
Earth*s proudest throne — ' an eye whose ray 
Turns gloom to gladness-— night to day 
Her feelings speak -^ Aere needs no tone. 
Love hath an eloquence its own. 
And this to Julian hath confest 
His hopes confirmed, his vict'iy blest. 
The scarf he takes, but few may he»r 
Camilla*s words — 'tis timid fear. 
And consciousness that round her stalld 
The pride and beauty of the land. 
Whose higher rank, might weUhave won. 
From Chivaliy's'accomi^bbBhedson, 
That high distindion, which on her 
His love, his fame, his deeds confer ; 
Yet those few words, so sweet, so low. 
One ear hath heard, and rapture's glow 
Kindles his eye, whilst to his breast 
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The scarf, the twioe-won scarf is presB'd. 

The crowds disperse— • the dazzling throng - 

But where is he who hdd among 

The boldest knights his high career ? 

He whose strong arm, and threat*ning spear 

Medici met P — Pazzi 'tis thou ! 

The deep*ning shadows on whoSe brow 

Proclaim Ae strife, the demon power 

Which rules thee in this tempest hour — 

That power, which stealthily and still 

Lays the deep mine of every ill. 

Medici — hath the yery name 

A barb, a gall-drop, in the sound ? 

Doth it recall the stinging shame 

When low unhorsed upon the ground 

Thy might was cast, and hci thy foe — 

The one, who laid thine honour low ? 

This hath its gall,— but there is still 

A desfdlier current, one which bends 

Thine every passion to its will 
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And through thy brain, its poison sends; 
For, it is thine, fierce lord to prore, 
Tbe jealous workings of the heart ; 
When triumph crowns a Rival's love. 
And Reason, bids thy hope depart : 
That hope — whose absence leaves the mind, 
A chaos — dark, and undefined. 
Whilst crowding passions thickly roll. 
Their black'ning surges o'er the soul ; 
And thoughts have birtb^ which soon or late 
Dissolve themselves, or, t)im to hate, 
Pazzi ! what may calm thy mood. 
The frenzied workings of despair ? 
Whose ahar fires, are thickly strewed 
With all that love has fed with care. 
Banish the spell, for but a dream 
Is love's wild, fev'rish fantasy ; 
Let higher aim, let nobler theme. 
Enkindle what is bright in thee ; 
Be it forgotten, washed away 
By that dark lethe of the brain, 

D 
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Oblivion's waves, which day by day 
From iQemoiy, some fsagmieiilB gwu. 
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CANTO II. 

The moon lis up and bailing high, 
In the starred concave of the sky; 
No clouds obstruct — no mists deface 
The sphere of her high dwelling place — 
On, on she moves, serenely still. 
Shedding her ray o'er vale and hill. 
In the pure light the Apennines, 
Crowned by their dark coeval pines, 
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Relax their rigid brows, and wear 

A softer outline — ^hue more fair. 

And Camaldoli*s barren wild, 

(Upon whose sterile sod is piled. 

Column, and arch, and altar stone-^ 

Grey ruins of a glory gone) 

Wears a more placid look the while 

It meets yon moon's refulgent smile. 

And bold romantic Fiesole, 

With its dark firs, and tracery 

Of clust'ring vines, hath on its height 

A stream of soft unchequered light. 

And, where the mass of moonlight falls 

On lofty domes and marble walls. 

Fair Pratolina's turrets claim 

Their high pre-eminence of name ; 

Baaed in the deep'ning cypress shades. 

How chastely bright its colonnades 

C'ontrasted rise, and meet the sight. 

In all the full and flooding light 

Of heaven's blest orb ! — how fair each scene 1 
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No record showing where has been 
The dread assieissin— or where lurks 
Treason amid her fearful works ; 
Yet^ 'neath this pure expanse of faeaTen, 
Where not one darkened touch seems given. 
Black vengeance broods, shunning each beam 
Whose ray might fathom the deep stream 
Of her own guilt — yon fretted roof. 
Whose proud magnificence gives proof 
Of lordly home, now shelters those 
Whose factious spirits dare oppose 
Each leading power, and darkly brand 
The chosen Rulers of the land. 

. Florence has reached that fatal time, 
When foul conspiracy and crime 
Blacken her annals ; and the plea 
Urged for each deed of treachery 
Is, that the Rulers make their own, 
A power but from oppression grown. 
And forge with strong despotic hand. 
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Unbending Jettes for tiieir' kmd ; 
Casting inm Jk i umc kweB tbe knrs 
Framed to a^mid tilGiff c wm tr y's caiae. 
Yet strenaoQsly wanirtiag aUli 
A 'pKaiit bcMiiiig to Iteiririil ; 
Cueating wed INT woe to tfaose 
Who bow liiem to, or dare ojqMSe 
What they deonee, tifi Ff«edom*8 Toice 
Hatb left ao libeity nor choice. — 
Such are the aociBations wvaoght 
By dark and dtODoateftbed thooghtr 
In^nuads where amchy and fedd 
Mix with the eurrent of the blood. 
At length each bold aspiring hand 
Becomes the primer of his landy 
And^ in revei^ lor freedom lost. 
Aims the fell blow whate'er Hie cost-— 
E'en now ere met at Rlzzi's board 
The midnight bandit* and tbe lord— 
The one with desperado hand. 
Ready to work the dread command 
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Of higher powev, wUtet 8iici> disf^hi^Fft 
The sidide pvdk of ^«af oit^V aiaae. 
There too^ by otoaMiy path i&led 
Pisa*s Archbishop,^ to whose hsad 
The badge of holineas-is g>ii«»— 
The mitsed ma^coliy of hea/^sii. 
Where is thatt pure devotioa now^-— 
That hoty BMekneiv of th« brow. 
Which speaks t}s6f man by God designed 
To light the ehak ccHs of the mittd 
With truth's blest 8Uiiibea]|i> axid to win 
The wand'res ftom his track o£ szhaP 
And hither by fi»iil &ctioii; biooght. 
In gloomy arad Tiiadictive' thought 
I» GiiolaDiio/ ii& whose xomd 
Ambitioa's. boldest pnagocts find 
An ample scope; like to the wing^ 
Of fearless eagle hovering 
0*er kofty heights, nor stays to see. 
How- soaring or how wildly free 
Its course has been. Look on him now — 
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See how his high expanded brow 

Appears .the dome of brooding cares. 

And all the mark of conflict wears! 

By grasping avarice he claims 

Forli and Imola's domains. 

At his right hand, in youthful grace. 

The young Riario*^ holds place ; 

Scarce has he reached to manhood's years*' 

And yet within his eye appears 

Thought's deepening cloud — ^but few may trace 

Upon that pale patrician face 

The guilty mind, the demon power 

Which sways him in this evil hour. 

Alas ! that man should link his fate 

To crimes his soul, his creed must hate — 

Deeds, whose dark memory must throw 

The shadows of undying woe. 

Such are the midnight crew who keep 
A fearful watch whilst others sleeps 
Convened to plot the overthrow 
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Of the Medici> by such blow. 

As but the ranc'rous breath of hate 

Alone eould basely meditate — 

A plotting, dark, ambitious band. 

Burning with zealous heart and hand. 

To fire that torch, whose flame may be 

The light to fancied liberty. 

In proud distinction Pazzi claims 
Silence from all — ^his council shames 
His noble look--dark seems his mood. 
As if the mem'ry of each feud 
Now probed his brain, with the keen blow— 
The cursed defeat — ^the overthrow 
At the late Tournament, by one 
Whom it were scorn to dwell upon. 
Cammilla too ! the peerless prize- 
Won from his spear-— for whom his sighs 
Are daily giv'n — ^these thoughts intrude 
And work his mind to deeds of blood. 
There stands he ! with consummate art 

E 



,y Google 



26 MUUAMO DE' MEDICI. 

Weanng the teactoie of each part. 

That, aD united and agreed. 

Success may crown the daring deed. 

With sabde eloquence and zeal. 

Making each angry hosom feel 

The thirst for yengeance, tall, onheard. 

Is that still small reproving word 

Which conscience breathes ; bat who may find 

A charm, a talisman, to bind 

Her loader utt'rance ? — reckless crime 

Still hears her, at the feaifnl time 

Of blackened deed ;— and, when the ear 

Has ceased the tempest storm to fear. 

Used to its terror, yet with awe. 

She strikes the soul, and her's the law 

From which the heart makes no appeals— 

This Pazzi owns, whilst o*er him steals 

The warning voice — ^but turns he still. 

His heart to evil ; and with skill 

Weaves thus his links of fisaicied iU : 

*' Why should I longer track that brood 
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** Through all its crimes and deeds of blood P 

" A race upspringing from the yile»- 

'' The lowest refuse of our soil, 

" To blight fair Florence, and to be 

" The framers of her tyranny ! 

** Have they not wrought her chains, and flung 

'* Them round her neck P— have they not stung 

'' Her sons with withering shame-»to see 

'' Them spurn her true nobility P 

'' Has not their vile insatiate lust 

** Strewn all our glories in the dust; 

'' And on our Country mildew cast, 

'' As when the Siroc's mad'ning blast, 

'' On wings of desolation roves, 

" Amid her fragrant orange groves P 

'* Do not our guiltless friends who lie 

" Within their graves, for vengeance cry— 

" For vengeance, on the heads of those 

" Who slew them for their country's foes? 

'' Was not the Traitor Cosmo* sent 

" Into a well earned banishment. 
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" Upon his crimes and goilt to broody 

'' *Mid deep and desert solitade; 

" Whence he returned by intrigue vilc> 

" To curse again his nis native soil; 

*' And on his birthrights' land to bring 

** Treason^ and woe, and suffering ? 

•* He sleep6--but ah ! no Patriot's prayer 

'' E*re flings its burden on the air, 

*' 0*er his foul dust; but there is spread 

" The wing of rengeance o*er his head 

" To him, Piero,' was there one 

" More fitted to be Cosmo's son P 

" And now Lorenzo, who in scorn 

" Has closer round our Florence drawn 

" The rankling chain, and ruthless prest 

" A Tyrant's thraldom on her breast, 

" The evils which, I now relate 

*' Are public ones, 'gainst law, and state; 

" And oh ; a tongue more skilled than mine,. 

'' In records of deep fraud and crime, 

*' Must tell those private wrongs we've borne. 
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'' Those deeds of malice, heaped in scorn 

^ On mine own kindred — ^till the name 

" Of the Medici is the bane 

'' Of onr existence. — ^Down with the race! 

'' And let oblivion hide the place 

" Where they shall rest; — for whilst they five 

" They take that life, they cannot give." 

Then Girolamo, whose dark eye 

Flashes with anger, makes reply; 

" Pazzi, thine inmost soul is moved — 

" Nor do I marvel-— thou hast proved, 

" That though thy hate be strong, yet still 

" Bears no proportion to the ill 

'^ Sustained 'neath them.— Long have I seen 

" Their subtle windings, which have been 

" Like to the serpent's wily maze, 

" Whose stealthy tortuous path displays 

" The ambushed evil. — Has their aim 

" Been other than to build their name> 

'' Upon that pedestal which grows 
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'' Oat of a suffring nation's woes? 

'* Where — ^where is Nardi ?» wbere is he, 

" That chartered friend of liberty ? 

** Where is he, and that faithful band, 

** Which made the brief yet glorious stand 

*' Against opprestion's tide ? — ^they fell 

" To save a land they loved too well! 

** They sleep within the rayless tomb; 

'* But o'er them hangs a fadeless bloom 

*' Of laurelled glory, which is worth 

" Far more than all the pomp of earth ; 

" While freedom's voice sends forth its breath, 

" E'en from the silent realms of death, 

" To fire each heart and nerve each hand 

" Of those who form our patriot band. 

" Heaven is for us, and its power 

" Will shield us in th' eventful hour; 

" The holy Father^ hath decreed 

" His benediction on the deed. 

" And oh! posterity will feel 

*' And blets the hand which works the weal 
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" Of their dear country; whilst each tongue 
" Shall weave our actions in its song. 
" What sayest thou, Riario? 
*' Methinks, upon thy youthful brow 
" A cold distrust seems gathering now. 

" My friends, IVe heard you, and in part 

*' Approve your counsel— for my heart 

'' Leaps into madness at the thought, 

'' That power has been so basely bought— 

" It rankles o'er each crime you've shewn — 

" Deeds of omission and things done, 

" And fearlessly responds the cry, 

*' Let the usurping tyrant die! 

" But through my breast a voice will steal — 

'' Tis Mercy making sweet appeal : 

" Let not the guiltless bosom feel 

" Our vengeful stab— our acts would be 

** Recorded but with infamy, 

'* Should our too thirsty daggers take 

'' The life of him whose blood would make 
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" Our very weapons blush to know 

" The stream was pure which dyed it so. 

" My friends, I hereby speak of one — 

" Piero's proud, yet guiltless son — 

" Giuliano ! remains not he 

" Still the true friend of liberty ? 

" He weaves no shackles, and his breadi 

" Issues no mandates forth of death. 

'' Oh spare his life; from early years 

*' I've known him, and no stain appears 

*' Upon his actions— true he is proud, 

** As yet no humbling strokes have bowed 

*' His lofty soul ; but where is he 

" With wealth and power who would not be 

" His very equal ? — is there one 

*' Who breathes around us has not done 

*' Whate'er he could to place his name 

*' High on the soaring wing of fame P 

*' True, I have joined you, but indeed 

^' My thoughts recoil from this foul deed. 
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Salvati speaks^ from whom no word 

Has yet proceeded — he has heard 

With changeless features^ stern and cold. 

The wrongs each angry tongue has told. 

Ohserve him well — ^his wary eye 

Speaks, douht, and thought, and suhtlety. 

" Riario, thou'rt young in years, 

** And in thee Mercy well appears ; 

'' But know, my son, these men have grown 

" Vilely obnoxious, and have shown 

" A spirit, that or soon or late, 

*' Will burden and o'erwhelm the State. 

" This must not be— it is our aim 

*' To save our country and her fame, 

*' And make her sons spurn each control 

'' That would debase and sink the soul. 

" Were we to listen to Thy prayer, 

" And yidding to it, weakly spare 

'' This haoghty scion— would not he 

'' Revenge five-fold the treachery 
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" Shown to his Brother ?— this would throw 

" Another sorrow to the woe 

" Fair Florence suffers ; this once, ybung man, 

" Your council must not more our plan. 

" Let your more youthful mind he led 

" By older years, hy one whose head 

''Is sacred from the crown it wears ; 

" Yet in this noble struggle dares 

" To give its voice— 'tis a debate 

" Involving safety, glory, state, 

" Honour and power— each claim which draws 

" A patriot's heart lo freedom's cause. 

" Yes, let us struggle to be free, 

" And thrill the sounds of liberty !" 

Behold the Pazzi ! how each thought 
Is in his working features wrought— 
Hate, doubt, and keen anxiety 
Wildly uppear— he makes reply: 
" Most Rev'rend Father, much we owe 
" To thy sage counsel ;— should our blow 
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'* Be so far tempered as to spare 

'* Giuliano ? — should we e'er 

*' See our oppressed, chained country free, 

*' Spuming our goads of tyranny ? 

" Look on the past — ^the glory won 

^ By Brutus and Timoleon 1 

** Did not they earn sweet liberty 

*' For Rome and Corinth, and make free 

*' Her best and bravest ? — had their hand 

'' Shrunk from the dagger, then their-land 

" Had groaned in bonds. Tis Justice draws 

** Our aid in this most sacred cause. 

*' My friends, in this be all agreed, 

" And glory must surround each deed. 

" Patriots alike in life and death — 

" Yidding but with yielding breath ! 

*' Once more well meet, and council how, 

'' And when, we shall our works avow — 

'* Till then, my noble fridids, farewell ; 

"The saints preserve, and shield us well !" 
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CANTO III. 



OiULiANO, 'tis the hour. 

When, fair Cammilla in her bow'r 

Awaits thy coming; she has heard 

The vesper hymn of summer's bird. 

And, from the gondolier's far boat. 

The breeze has brought each distant note 

Sweetly melodious, yet still. 

These, these are not the sounds which thrill 
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Her boflom's harp>— its chords are stinred 
By one sweet, fond, half-uttered word. 
Scarce attdible-— oh lore ! thy them^ 
Is as some bright enchanted dream ; 
A charm, a talisman, whose fame 
Lies in the magic of thy name. 
All potent power ! e'en beauty's eyes, 
Beceive a lustre from thy aighs ; 
And, to the roses on her cheek, 
Thou giv'st the rich and brightest streak. 
Imperial painter ! who may bring 
Pictures to match thy colouring P 
And yet, not aye dost thou diffuse 
The sunbeams' glow, and rose-blush hues; 
Else, would thy works' excess of light 
Fall on the gazer's aching sight : 
Thy matchless art is best displayed 
In tempering thy light with shade: 
E'en now, yon maiden's cheek so fair. 
Looks still more lovely, for the care 
And pensive sadness stealing there. 
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And this, thy chief consummate part. 
The very climax of thine art- 
Sorrow with gladness, cloud with sun. 
Tempers the portrait — and 'tis done. 

Why turns Cammilla's cheek so pale ? 

Hath the soft evening s wooing gale 

Stole the carnation, which e'en now 

Scarce spared her pure and matchless hrow P 

Why springs her footstep from the ground 

With a less light, elastic hound ? 

Hath not her vesper-star to night 

Risen, to bless her anxious sight ? 

And does she mourn its absent light P 

Is it erratic — and does she 

Dream but of man's fidelity ! 

Wake, trusting fond one, from thy dream, 

'TIS but a false, a meteor gleam. 

Which soon must pass; — and yet, fair girl, 

Who that shall claim thy heart's rich pearl. 
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Its yonthfol love, will ever dare 

To crush a gem, so pare, so rare P 

Not he who plights hid vows to thee. 

His is no part of treachery— 

And yet o'er thy young joys* repose 

Shall break life's heritage of woes ; 

And thou shalt weep, to find distress 

So tracks the foot of happiness : 

Existence, yet hath been to thee 

A sweet spring day, of melody; 

Thy bark, hath only swept along 

The sunshine track, of bliss and song. 

Alas ! young thing, e*en now thine eye 

Glows with the deep intensity 

Of burning thought; — and yet thou*rt pale. 

The very foldings of thy veil 

Have scarce less hue ; — go, seek thy rest. 

Where every care which has oppressVl 

And made thy gentle heart to weep. 

May be dissolved, in soothing sleep. 
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That silken couch has s^aiee heen prett'd. 
The sorrowful hath found no rest; 
Else, why. 'ere morning's sun has rolled 
His beams of radii^g gold 
On dusky earth, has yon sad maid 
Uprose, and sought the cypress shad^ 
Who^e drooping branches seem to keep 
A sympathy with such as weep ; 
Unhappy girl ! night*s fevered reign 
Still presses on her burning brain : 
The fearful dream, the visioned woe. 
The aching heart's resistless flow 
Of rising tears, the thoughts which bind 
A chain of horrors o'er her mind. 
All, to the timid maid disclose, 
A coming cloud of heavy woes. 

The matin bird, on joyful wings. 
His untaught hymn of gladness sings. 
And strains his small, melodious throat. 
With gratitude's untiring note. 
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Cammilla has thy bosom given. 
Its early oriaonB to heaven P 
. Has there gone forth on morning's air 
The strong, and supplicating prayer 
Which grief prefers-r-else, where thy stay, 
Thy staff, in sorrow's troubled day ? 
Look on her hopelessness, her eye 
Is wildly fixed on vacancy ; 
Alas! there rises to her sight 
Again, the vision of the night; 
The dagger and uplifted hand — 
The Lover's form — ^the ruffian band-** 
The shriek for mercy^ and the groan. 
Which tells the ruthless deed is done ! 
Intense her feelings; and the press 
Of deep unuttered wretchedness. 
Has dried the tearful springs, whose flow 
Softens the agony of woe. 
Deeply afflicted one, thine heart 
Makes of its fearfulness, a part 
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Of its believings; look on the earth [birth. 
What bright things, from deep gloom have 
Keen ifinds, and tempests, and thick gloom 
Have been aronnd them,*— yet they bloom ' 
Brightly as those, which yet may spring 
When summer's radiance shall fling 
Her spell of joy — ^that is not woe. 
Which oft to us, appeared! so; 
The shadows of our minds dispense. 
Sometimes, a gloomy influence ; 
Which, as a mildew's blight, destroys 
The Eden of life's purest joys. 
Throw off the spell, nor longer wear 
That look of deep desponding care: 
To-morrow's sun, may woo, and bless. 
And thou be rich in happiness; 
Thus hope will speak, and should she cease. 
Who then could sweetly whispeT peace P 

How very pure the summer's mom. 
When nature's fragrant gems are bom, 
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And bless each s^ise— till thoughts dvrine 
Make of the human breast a shrine 
For sweetest worship; and the song — 
The heart's glad hyinn, is borne along. 
On seraphs' wings of joy and love. 
To the all glorious realm above. 
Now breaks on the yet youthful day. 
The world's wild hum, and voices stray> 
To solitudes, whose depths should be. 
Sacred to nature's hsurmony. 
Footsteps are near — ^the tread is slow. 
As weight of years, or weight of woe 
Pressed on life's springs; but yon fair forms 
Seem yet unscathed — no warring storms 
Of age, or grief haVe marred the brow 
Of those who stealthily seek now 
The wood's deep shelter, where is thrown 
A solemn shade, as suits the lone 
Calm sanctuaries, which nature owns 
Amid her vast and varied zones. 
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For her blest tabeirnacles — where 

The purest Devotees repair. 

To bless and praise her, and to pay 

The heart's full gratitude. Yet, they 

Now wandering forth, seem not to feel 

The blessings which around them steal> 

Of life and loveliness — deep thought 

Has o'er their manly features wrought 

A haggard look — Riario ! 

And Pazzi ! — yes, lis even so; — 

The twain who through the solitude 

Of Vallambrosa's sacred wood. 

In low and earnest converse stray^ 

E'er mom scarce folds her mantle grey. 

Or from the Ilex graceful spray 

The dews are dried. — Strong and more loud 

The voices come — where is the shroud 

Of secrecy, so late displayed. 

When seeking Vallombrosa's shade ? 
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In vain, in vain, Riario, 

Thy pleadings for Francisco's foe; 

He knows not how to stem the tide 

Of burning hate, of quenchless pride; 

This hallow'd, early hour has given 

To him no sofCning pow*r from heaven. 

Through his strong pulses, rankle still 

The poisoned barb, — the dream of ill; 

He knows not mercy — 'tis a strain 

Woos his cold ear, and woos in vain. 

They part, and ah! their hands* strong grasp 

Far more than speaks a friendly clasp ; 

Is it some compact dark, to be 

Sealed by the blood of treachery. 

Whose streaming fount, may stain the sod. 

Where prostrate beings seek their God ? 

Religion, should thy sacred hour, 

(When ifw all omnipresent pow'r . 

Doth consecrate the very air,) 

Be deemed a fitting time to share 



,y Google 



46 OIULIANO 0B' MEDICI. 

In mortals' strife, when life and death 

Hold warfare, — and the gasping breath 

Is spent in groans? — such sacrifice 

Thy Temples claim not; — and the dyes 

Of purple gore, but ill beseem 

Thy altar's purity, where gleam 

The costly gifts^ — vast treasures brought 

From far, that by their worth be wrought 

Good to the giver, and the prayer 

Of midnight masses mount the air 

For their soul's weal— What wealth may buy 

The murd'rer's peace ? an argosy 

From Ind's rich mines would fail to win 

Redemption for his blackened sin. 

Repentant tears may wash the stain 

From his dark soul, and not in vain — 

An expiation daily made 

In prayers and fastings; — but 'tis said. 

Through ME salvation ye receive — 

Have hope, be steadfast, and believe. 

Here, then, is ransom — free — unsought; 

By gifts, nor purchased masses, wrought 
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Florence! within thy holy pile 

Incense ascends; — and the dim aisle 

Is lit with tapers^ — the demand 

Of rites and forms^Hsnhdmiig — grand ; 

Yet, oh; too wildering^ to lead 

The soul to prayer. Religion's creed 

Is simple, and its forms but these 

The suppliant hands— the bended knees. 

Yet, who that contemplates thy shrine 

Feels not that here, the rays divine 

Of inward holiness may flow ? — 

That soft and blended light, whose glow 

Streams on thine altars, — and the shades. 

Where rise Ionic colonnades. 

Inspire the heart with feelings deep. 

As if each darker thought t would steep 

In purest joy ;— thy lofty dome'' 

To gaze on which, pilgrims have come 

From distant lands.— Beneath thy stones 

Repose the now half tainted bones 
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Of thy great poets.'— His, too," whose mind 

Framed thy magnificence, and shrined 

His fame for ever. — ^Whilst the eye 

Rests on thy glories, we descry 

The mighty genius of that age," 

Which oft in history's frail page 

Is miscalled dark; and this thy pile. 

Raised when harharians ruled the soil 

Of Italy, — yet whilst we see 

Fahrics upreared in majesty. 

With domes and portals, whose vast fame 

Made One° with rapture's voice exclaim, 

" The gates of Paradise" — ^we deem 

The piled of our bright ages seem 

In Sony contrast — whilst they show 

That what is nohle, that they owe 

To imitation— hut no more 

Of this digression ; pass we o'er 

Those linking thoughts, which would unite 

Past with the present. Lo! a sig 
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Of moving grandeur meets the gaze — 
As each in his own rank displays 
Glory and greatness — * Tis the hour 
For prayer and worship ; — and the powV 
Of faith is manifest^ and binds 
The reason of mens* gifted minds 
In thraldom's chain — a faith whose reed 
Must prove a broken staff in need : 
For oh I what sustenance and aid 
Do they receive, whose prayers are made 
To Saints and Patrons P — can their grace 
Cleanse from the soul each darkened trace P 
The rites commence, and lowly bend 
Rank of all orders — foe and friend. 
Noble and peasant — they, whose heart 
Religion sways — and they, whose part 
Is worldly stiU ; — and now should cease 
Each jarring sound, whilst sacred peace 
Tempers each frame, and all agree 
To raise the strain of harmony. 
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Mark where the sihrer croBS on high 

Ib borne in solemn majesty, 

Before yon Priest *-^ the sacred sign 

Of Romish Church, and type divine 

Of suff *ring Love — 4ist to the strain 

Wooing our ear, and not in vain. 

Our hearts the solemn Giaria raise, 

And miugle with the hymn of praise ; 

Cold difference of sect gives way, 

Aild all the feelings blend to pray. 

The Host they raise — but hark that shriek ! 

Again— what means it ?— speak, 6b, speak I 

My God ! it is the fearful cry 

Of man, in death^s strong agony ! 

See ! See ! the people rush to where 

The two Medici knelt in prayer ; 

Hear ye the deep and deathlike groan. 

And see where human gore hath flown ? 

From whom ?— *from whence the crimson tide ? 

And where the ruthless homicide P 
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Who passes P -^ who^ with looJps agfai^ 
As if some .6aQbi]Qg Hght'Qinig'9 hbi^t 
Had quaBted his soul ? -^ pei?eb«»ee 'tj^ oae 
Whose qiirit dinnks to look «poa 
A miMd'ious d^d j^— 'tip JP(iw»i> faro. 
Whose dagger's hiade is reddag wunn 
With his ttrenge. •— On ! jon pwrn/e^^ 
Let vengeanee give his tmom th^ dttQ*^ 
Let not his lawless finiUteps g^ 
Some sacred temple whose l^ert Am 
May sh^ter him-^seente each gftte, 
For foes in hrooding miklke w^it 
The tidings of this hom to know, 
.And how ha(2i aped tibe bloody blow. 
Alas ! — OinUano well. 
Thy breasfc'a dee^ g^sh the iaAfi can tell ; -^ 
Sad victim of 9 demon foe; 
Whom malipe worked^ to lay thee low ! 
And not alone ; -^ lioreozp's Ufe 
Was baftdy sought, -^ b«kd not th^ knife 
His arm repdlecl> be too had been 
A victim in this fearful scene. 
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Thou diest ! bat ! there yet will be 

Revenge dealt back for treachery. 

Too late the wandng strongly given 

From love's own heart— that voice from heaven, 

Cammillas dream ! her fear for thee — 

Her strong, unconquered agony 

Was-all revealed ; alas ! — that so 

Reality should crown her woe.-- 

Thou didst not deem that seeming friend^ 

Who would thy every step attend^ 

But soii^ht by specious show of love. 

And wily statagem, to prove 

If, 'neath thy gold and broidered vest. 

Suspicion's armour mailed thy breast 

Ourselves confiding, can we deem 

Our friends are other than they seem f 

Distrust may whisper still the heatrt ; — - 

Joys to display its nobler part ; 

And thou, fbr this return of good. 

Has paid the ransom with thy blood — 

Victim of hate, for this day's woe. 

How much of noble blood shall flow 1 
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Fisa*s proud Prelate yet shall be 

A mark for scorn and obloquy ; 

And Pazzi too shaQ swell the rolls 

Of those^ whose unannealed souls 

" Pass from this earth without their fame," 

A murd'rer*s guilt upon their name. 

For thee Riario ! thy years. 

Thy virtues' strij^les, and thy fears. 

Thy wish to «lay not» and thy prayer. 

That the conspirators would spare 

Thy youthful friend — these, these may win 

A pardon for thy counselled sin. 

And oh Lorenzo ! in the hour 

Of retribution, let thy power 

Be tempered with the gentle vein 

Which springs from mercy — let no stain 

Rest on thy actions — he who sleeps 

Shall have the tear which pity weeps ; 

And this shall more embalm his name 

Than blood shed for him ; and his fame 
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Shall make a temple, where soe'er 
His love was pnzed, his fife was dear. 
And thou, Cammilla, — whose sweet wice 
Shall speak thee peace, what toneB rejoice 
Thy breaking heart ^-^ but Cm can make 
Thy bosom^i^ peace, and liom it take 
Thy arrowed grief 5 — then, <m Su power 
Rely in •sorrow's darkest hour. 
And once again iky soul fthall be 
A shrine for blest tnuiqaility.— * 






,, Google 



NOTES. 



Note A. — Bernado Baadioi of a troQp of Banditti under- 
took to kUl Gioliano (or as he is called. in English Julian. 

Note B. — Francisco Salviati, whom IhePope had named 
Bishop of Pisa ; but the Medici had refused to let him take 
possession of hb See. 

Note C— Girolamo Riario> nephew of Siztus iv, .Lord 
of Imoia and ForlL 

Note D. — Raffaello Rtario, gfrand nephew of Siztus, a 
young man of eighteen yean, whom the Pope had jvat 
made a Cardinal. 

Note E. — Cosmo de* Medici in 1435, and bis friends, 
were exiled by the influence of the Albizzi •— exactly a 
year after he was recalled, and Rinaldo Albizzi with his 
party banished. On the tomb of Cosmo the title of 
** Father of his Country'' was inscribed by the Signoria. 

Note F. — Piero de* Medici succeeded Cosmo, then 
forty-eight years of age; he was undistinguished, by in* 
tellect, or force of character. 

Note G. — Bernardo Nardi a Florentine Citizen, who 
bad been exiled from his Country in the time of Piero de' 
Medici ; after Bis return, he called the people to join him, 
-and fight for liberty I — he succeeded in making hiaiself 
master of the town of Prato ;^-he was shortly after made 
pHsimer, led to Florence, and there beheaded, with six of 
lus acoomplices; twelre others were hanged at Prato. — 

Note H. -—Pope Sixtus ir, who finally promised all the 
pontifical forces to second this conspiracy. 

Note I.— > Almost all the foreign Churches are more 
or less omaoiented by gifts, not unfrequently the saints 
are decorated with jewels, gold, &c. 
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NoTB J. — The customs of the Roman Catholic religion 
at particular festivals. 

Note K. —The principal distinctions and greatest glory 
of the Cathedral is its dome reared by Bronnelleschi of 
of whom Michael Angelo said it was difficult to imitate, 
and impouibie to excel.— The history of the EcQficc is re- 
vealed in the inscription. 

Tal sopra aaaao satso 
Di giro in giro etemamente to struasif 

Che con poMo pauo 
Alto girando al ceil mi ricondussL 

Note L.M. —To this historical embellishment we may 
add the additional lustre which this Cathedral derives from 
the persons who repose under its pavement ; among these 
are the well known names of Brunelleschi, GiotU), and 
Marsilins Ficinus, a picture only records the memory of 
Dante. 

Note N. — The Cathedral was commenced by Lapo, in 
the year 1298, at a time when Italy is generally represent- 
ed as enveloped in all the gloom and ignorance of bar- 
barism. It is here, where a .Greek Emperor, sur- 
rounded by the patriarchs of the Greek Church, sat en- 
throned next to the Roman Pontiff and his prelates, and 
the two most numerous, and most ancient communions 
of the christian body, were united for the last time in the 
bonds of faith and charity. 

Note O. — Michael Angelo. 

Note P. — One of the Assassms hastened to meet 
Giuliano who was late in attending service and on meeting, 
embraced him with every shew of love and friendship, 
to obtain the satisfaction of knowing if Giuliano was armed. 

For those who may be interested as to the fate of the 
conspirators, I add that the Archbishop with his brother 
were hung from the windows of the palace, the former in 
his robes — Cardinal Riaro protested innocense, but his 
countenance never recovered its proper complexion — 
Bandini found his way to Constantinople, yet instead of 
obtaining shelter^ he was sent back to Florence. 
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Warriobs I md wliete are Waiiion Cotmd 
If not on martial Britain's ground ? 

Sir W. Scott. 



PsiDEofthesea! thou English ide — 
Home of the brave ! — and beauty's smile -^ 
Land of the free — and those who come 
Wanderers from their troubled home — 
Thy shield is ocean's stubborn breast. 
Whose billows guard thy sacred rest ; 
I 
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Whilst countless vessels leave thy shores 
With England's blessings and her stores^ 
And swelling canvass bold and free. 
To track the wild waves of the sea. 
Vessels manned by hearts which feel 
A patriot s glow for Britain's weal ; 
Whilst through thy land from sire to son 
The blood of chivalry hath run. 
The nation's king, the hamlet's swain. 
Have felt alike th' infecting vein. 
And batded well in thickest fight 
For England's freedom and her right. 
Britain has sent her thousands forth — 
The plaided chieftains of the North — 
Scotia's clans, whose stalwart frames 
Might well uphold her heroes' names — 
Hibemia's noblest, warmest, best, 
Have boldly stood the battle test — 
And Wales— whose bards inspired by heav'n 
Their dearest, proudest, strains have giv'n. 
To lead each hardy mountain son 
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In paths wheie glory might be won — 
Brave men ! whose mighty deeds have east 
A halo round the darkened past. 
And flung on time's far distant age 
A golden amoAl to hbt page — 
Still do our bosoms nobly swell. 
When to our sons we proudly tell, 
Hotr tyraints bow'd benenih the stroke. 
When Roman leaders sought to yoke 
Britannia's fireedom, and to place 
Their standard o'er our freebom race. 

My vision expands, a dim misty shroud 

Hath waned from mine eyes as a morning cloud ; 

Dark deeds that have past, and things which 
have been. 

Come back on my sight like a wild'nng dream — 
Strange sounds assail my list*ning ear. 
The rush of a mighty host seems near I 
I see in the distance an armed mass, 

' Threading each hill, and mountain pass. 
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They come ! they come ! Rome's haughty bird 

Is borne on the banners high ; 
The clang of her chargers* hoofs is heard. 

And tramp of Infantry. 
They come ! they come ! with spear and pike. 

With lance and sword in hand ; 
They come, at our nation's peace to strike. 

Through the hearts of her gallant bond. 
How look ye now, brave Silures ^ 

Do ye quail at the martial sight ? 
Or boldly meet the charge of these 
Who trample on your right ? 

What mean those strains on the ear of night, 
And the glim'ring torches fitful light ? 
Mid the darkened groves wild forms I trace 
Like Druids round their altar place. 

Woman is there 

With streaming air 

And bosom bare. 
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They chant, they wail— the Bard*8 wild strain 
Tells the acts of the mighty slain. 
Around each cromlech's sacred stone 
Strange vows are made ! and deeds are done. 
Wild mystic sight ! 
'Tis the eve of fight! 
Each Druid rite. 
Propitious to their hallowed cause 
Is practised now — mysterious laws ! 
And worse than vain, each art they try 
To pierce man's hidden destiny. 

Who walks yon height in this hour of gloom P 
Some warrior's shade fiom the rayless tomh, 
Rous'd from his silent sleep hdow 
To muse on the morrow's hour of woe P 
He breathes — he moves — he raises high 
His onewy arms, as if to try 
Their mighty strength — no 'tis some vow 
Which leaves his parted lips e'en now 
'Tis he ! — the brave Silurian King ! 



,y Google 



62 CARACTACUS. 

Whose deeds of arms our minstrels sing — 
Caractacus ! of whose great name 
Rome's distant hilk had heard the hme. 
And sent her legions file on file. 
To fling their chains o er Britain's isle. 
Nine years he braved his country's foe. 
Her offspring saved from worse than woe. 
Fired the tried courage of his band. 
And stood the hero of his land. 
Behold him now — his martial frame 
Might well the chieftain's sool proclaim. 
His firm knit limbs of giant mould 
Swell from the tunic's circling fold ; 
And many a deep indented scar 
Proclaims his coufse in fiercest war. 
While each becomes in hours of rest 
A star of honour to his breast 
How like a sculptured statue fixed 
He stands, with pride and courage mixed 
On his stem brow — the while his eyes 
Rest where proud Rome's encampment lies— 
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A fair, yet fearful annament, — 
Pennon and banner, spear and tent. 
War horse and warrior, dense are seen 
As leaves upon the forest gre^ ; 
And where yon ensign waves on high 
The hold invader's cohorts lie. 
Whilst on the right and left of these 
Are ranked the dark auxiliaries. 
'* How shall our bi^ttle-axe and bow 
'' Repel so strong so armed a foe P 
" Hearts we have, and hands to dare 
" Soldiers whom blows, nor peril spare, 
" Whose courage like a tempered shield 
" Echoes' the stroke, but scorns to yield — 
'' The gods, who see our cause is right 
" Will they not aid our arm in fight, 
" And keep our idand offspring free 
" From shackles and from slavery P " 
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The morning is breaking thro* shadow and dood. 
The mountains are gleaming thro* mist and thro* 

shiond. 
The sun hath arisen in gladness to thn>w 
His blessing and light on all breathing below. 
Thy heights are unsullied wild Caer Caradoc ! 
Too soon to be furrowed, by battle's fierce shock. 
And who that now looks on thy waters Oh Teme ! 
Will think that life's cucr^t shall crimson its 

stream; 
For the mom tho* so lovely hath marshall'd the 

hour. 
When Britons must bow to the leaguering pow*r. 

E'en now they brandish spear and sword 
And wait but for the signal word ; 
And flying *mid yon hehnless band 
Caractacus, with lifted hand 
Leads on his troops, exhorts, inflames. 
Reminds of those ancestral names. 
Whose owners chas'd from Albion's shore 
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Hie foe who Roman ensigii bore; 
And by each brave and warlike deed 
From foreign yoke their country freed. - 
'' And 100 too, from this very hour 
** Most date our bondage or our poiMr/ 
Hark to the loud and wiM acdaiin. 
The aoUiers shout their chieftun's name ; 
And with an oath which suits the brave. 
Each TOWS to die *— *ere live a aloive t 

Now Romans rush with shout and yell. 
Making each cavern, rock, and dell. 
Of their fi^^ree onset loudly tell. 

Nor foe, nor missile fearing ; 
River, and roicks by nature set, 
Rampart, and hill, and parapet. 
Posts, where a thousand warriors met. 

Alike with. courage clearing. 
On, on they rush -^ shields interlaced-- 
Testttdos' form, above them placed. 
The Britons' darts now fearless faced. 

With dauntless bravery. 
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They gam Caer Caradoc's bold height — 
" ScHdien soneBder mi, bst fight»" 
" A tfaitor he who tfauiiB of flight" 

" 'Tis deadi or fihtrery." 
In vain, jn Tmin — the battle goes 
Triumphantly to Britain s foes. 
And icowardB leave the field to thoae 

Who quarter take nor yield ; 
Down with the ehieftainB boasted force, 
Down with each war car, man and horse. 
And Uke a river's rashing fi^fiee 

The victor takes the field ; 
And where i$ he— the vanquished one f 
Caractacns! Britannia'a eon -^ 
How brooks he now the vict'ry won 

By Romans hated corps ? 
A Capiiv0 to his country's foe —« 
Bow'd by one fierce and adveise blow, 
'' God of my fath^s' strike me low 

" And be my name no more." 
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Upon a rock, whie& ftowning stood 
Towering o'er tlie ocean's flood, 
A bard is sitting chill and pale, . 
His long beard streaming in the gale; 
With vestment loose and snowy white* 
Seeming a spirit of the nig^^. t 
In silence watching by aome gmre ~ 
The sleepless gimrdian of the brave. 
Bending lightly o'er his lyre, ' 
Enwiapt in music's sacred £ie. 
His fingersl wildly sweep ihe atringa^ 
And thns in plaintire notes he sings. 

Star of my oomitry ! too sicxm thou hast vanidi'd — 
The shadow of sorrow shall darken each brow ; 

Sonofthe wanior! ftUan and bemedhed — 
Where^ desolate isle, is thy champion now ? 

The eagle ci Rome is triwnphantly screaming. 
As exulting she wings over mountain and plain ; 
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lAid the groTes of our gods thelanoeft aie gleaming. 
While the c(»onach aounds for the aouls of the 
dain. 

I see a wing'd ship like a bird of the ocean, 
Bearix^ the hopes of my country away ; 

Yegods ! in my breast what conflicting emotion ! 
Oh would I had died ere I witnessed this day. 

What lance flew so swifl; as his to the foe. 
Or pierced the bold heart that braved hi& 
career P 

What sword blade was keener P what sinewy bow 
Told fearful as his that a Biiton was near P 

Sound deeper my harp-naound deeper and shrill. 
Let the notes of Cormonah, be brought to his 
ear — 

Speak loud as the tempest^aye louder, until 
He hears his own minstrel lamenting him here. 
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Oh, woe to thee tndtieaB! thou pfoud Cartis- 
manrde ! 
May the ** joy of the shell " never flow in thy 
hall — 
ISetrayer of chiefs ! — the deep curse of thy land 
At the sound of thy name, like a mildew shall 
fall. 

And woe to thee Roman ! — for vengeance will 
come — 
Thy kgiosis be blasted by liberty's breath ; 
Thy empire be broken-— and palace and dome 
Lie desert and drear as the mansions of 
death. 



The moon is bright on Tiber's stream. 
Whilst deepening shadows softly fall ; 

And silence reigns, like voiceless dream 
O'er Foram, and o'er CapitoL 
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Say^ Cardsmandiia — - is thy sleep 
As peaceful as the rivers flow ? 

Doth conscience rest, and round thee keep 
That calm which guiltless bosoms know ^ 

Garactacus;, thy Tictiiii now. 

Though breathing Rome's enslaving air, 
A lightness feels upon huB brow, 

Which Mm may never hope to wear. 
The triumph of to-morrow's day 

ThoQ hast encreased-^but glory not. 
Its cqplendouy cannot wa«h away 

From thy ^roe name its darloea'd Uot. 
Night has withdrawn her dusky wing— - 

Earth feels again the living ray ; — 
The flowers their freshest odours iling 

To scent the dewy steps of day. 
Within thy walls, Oh Borne! is found, 

A difierent greeting for the mom ; 
The clarion's blait •*- the trampet^ sound 

Commingling with the echoing horn. 
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Along each iride impeiial stieet. 

What thousands thiong ! what eager feet 

Like ocean .billows gathering fistat-^ 

When ^ill'ibe dee|>*ning crowd be post P 

Soldier and knight with awont and lance 

Ruohing on their steeds adyance— 

Priests of each order -— aimed men— - 

Grave senator and citis^i— 

All gathering in one lengthen'd tmin» 

As river sweeping to tbe main. 

What may it be >— some sacred rite ? 

Or do the circus games inTite» 

So much renowned for featly doll P 

Or does the vast arena fill^ 

Where maik and beast in bloody strife 

Contend to y^ctoiy and life P 

No ! yon procession moving slow 

Bespeaks no idte festival-** 
Those baanern waving to and fio 

Of nobler actions tell. 
The capitol has opened wide 
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Her heavy gfile— and yonder tide 
Of hmnan bemgs nuih to see 
How Roman fetten suit the free. 
Free I for no earthly chain can bind^ 
Or fling one fetter o'er the mind : 
Thus feeb yon Ci^ve — tho* in chains^ 
" In rain great," his booI diadainn 
To crouch or fear — erect and pioad^ 
He looks the glory of the crowd. 
Triumphal day ! when laurel bough 
Adorns the Emperor's sacred bmw ; 
And arms, and hamess, chains of gold. 
The victor's deeds and spoil unfdd : 
So goigeous looks yon glitt'iing sight* 
That eyes seem doubtful if aright 
The vastness of the wealth they see. 
Be fair, and proud reality. 
With falt'ring step and features fisdr, 
* Pale shrinking from each gazer's ey^ 
Whose only veil — ber streaming hair. 
Wild as her voiceless agony. 
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Thy wife, Camotaeos, now dtimds « 

Amid the spoil of ooiiqiia:ed laadsi 
She, and thy tiembliiig daughter shaie ' > 
Thy &tal hour --^ and this tby caie. . 
Thy deepest grief — that M^ should be 
Slayes to a Romaxi's tjrraimy. 
The Capttve q>eakB his ^es and brow 
Bode what his fearless lips avow — 

** Shall I, a Prince whose martial sway 
" Has kept for yean each fi>e at bay, 
** Crouchat the foot of Rome, whose aim 
" Is to subdue the world's domain ?— 
*' A Prineie, whose veins' free current springs 
** Pure as the purple fount of Kings ? 
** Riches I had, men brave as free, 
** Horses and anns — all which might be 
** A Soldier's wealth — no wonder then 
*' I mused the courage of my men, 
** And fought to keep, as weQ I mighty 
*^ Mj country's freedom and her right 
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** Had not ambidoii fifed each vein^ 

" Rome had aot seen Bote in hertrain^ 

'^ A Hiing to gaze at, but a gneat, 

** With fHektship glowing in my breast 

** Had I not biased your warlike pow^, 

'^ Where then yowf tcinmpk of ihiB hour P 

*' Youfs is the conquest — take your meed^ 

'^ i/* vengeance execute the deed, 

'' The scene of blood will wash away 

" All glory ff«Mn this fatal day. 

" Reverse the doom — my name shall be ' 

" A word for Roman clemency/' — 

He ceased — and not one look defiaed 

That hope, or fear enslaved his mind» 

A rumour ran, and every eye 

Was turned on Claudius for reply -~ 

Who 'mid the hi^ tribunal placed 

Looked proudly on the scene he graced. 

He slowly cast his eyes around. 

Where scarce was beard the breath's low sound. 
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And thus addressed th' assembled throng : — 
*' To u$ the spoUB of war belong — 
" Ours is the triumph — but a stain 
" Would rest upon your Emperor's name, 
" Were he to doom a foe so brave 
" To forfeit Ifft-^oi live a slaya 
** What ho ! my guards, strike off each galling 

chain, 
'' And give our captive to his home again ; 
** And be his wife and daughter freed, 
** That woman's voice may bless our deed — 
''Nay, thank me not-^'tis tiune, brave. Prince 

to4shjMr 
^ HowaaaiakovildbeBrUminhishoQrofwoe — 
'' Go, tell diy people, that e'en CIsiMlfiM kDows 
** Hem in his<MHiqu0M;to raw«id his fees; 
'' Aad may «to act of mercy daim 
*' A bleadng Ib^r our dreaded name, 
'' Tifl Bri!toR*s eooB be bmight te blend 
'' A Eomm wiA tfaenfmieofjMfm^! *" 
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Comb forth my Iskmael ! 
Thy father's loof no'looga may ^be thine ; 
Another plant hsdi in these hitter years 
Sprung £rc»ii the pan^nt stem> and tiiou m^ boy» 
My child of bonda^, may not with Sarah's 
Freeborn soq claim home or heritage, or 
Love, or kin — thy tents, young wanderer, must 
Not be pitched 'midst peaceftd plains, but where the 
Wild man's track lies thro' the desert's waste : 
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Thy hand 'gainst ev'ry man, and each man's hand 
(For so the angel spake it) against thine. 
This is th^ immntahle decree of him, 
Who, when thy moth^ (led from Sarah's face. 
Found her in the drear wilderness alone. 
Mingling her Mny tears in the calm flow 
Of Ihe hot desert's blessed fount.— Alas ! 
My child, we are cast forth — ^Egyptian blood 
(Which, like the Nile's strong rushing wave, in thy 
Young veins flows with resistless force) excites 
Thee to those daiing deeds, as all unfits 
Thee fiHT the home where Isaac dwells; e'en now 
Thy fair cheek's beauty glows with this fev'rish 
Stream, albeit thy good fiither loves thee^ 
And in his heart holds deepest sorrow, that 
Thou estranged iram home, and hearth, must 

heneefiHth 
Stray, &r from his dwelling and paternal eye 
Yet hath' the voide of Sarah's muhnur met 
His ear and wrought us woe ; she, whose bosom 
Like mine own hath nourished an only son. 
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She, who hath ftlt the thriHkig mptme of 
A child's cazett, hath lewVi k, tkod hath known 
The speechless love a mother be«rs h«t hoj. 
Hath houdy seen that being'is help kameas. 
Its need of sostenanoe and oaie-^and liow. 
As some joung fragile flkai, its little head 
Will droop, if lacking but far brief q»ce homels 
Bless'd and soothing carss— yes, she hath felt all 
This, this mother's k>?e and yet on thee, tarns 
She no eye of pity, nor fiom hor store 
FiUs she the scrip with food ; amwindfifl irfiem 
Thy tender foot finds lest^ or thy yoimg body 
Noornhment Not so tiiy fotibel- Abfaham**- 
He, from liie well of waten hatii soi^lied 
This cruise for thee and me«-he tbo hathgiT'n 
Bvsad that we may eat and fidnt not by the way. 
Thy lips, my boy, shall bless him — ^fkom out the 
Wihtaness thy Toieediall praise him. Speedtliee, 
My child, the bright sun glows widi mys intense^ 
Come! we will seek us out sdme shady place. 
Where sheltered from the noon-^lay heat we may 
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Repose our weaned limbs. See! we have reached 
The wilderness of Beersheba, whose deep 
And arid sands our feet must tread — how blest 
Were we^ could the pure Terdure of glad 
Gerar 8 plains now meet our sights tVould to our 
Aching eyes give sweet relief! Yet auoh bright 
Gisms, deck not these dreary wastes — ^hot breaths 

which 
Parch the heib, andtempest winds, pass o'er these 
Fearful wilds «^ the well-springs, which make 

gkdthy 
Father's land, are here but scant, and oft times 
Bitter. Yet droop not thus, my Ishmael, 
Thy motiier's hand will hold and guide thee on-* 
She too will seek for thee the coolest place. 
Where thou may'st take thy rest — yon green 

shrubs which 
O'ergrow yon wfaiten'd stones, innte our steps. 
Alas ! e'en now thy soul is faint within thee. 
And the drain'd cruise, hath not one drop where- 
with 
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To moisten thy parched lips — thy head is dioop- 

And thine eye grows dim — ^I cannot^ will not 
See thee die — my heart hath but one hflqppiness. 
One bud of hope, one fair fresh oasis 
Amid its waste of woe — thou art that hope. 
That sunbeam, which doth gild its darkened void. 
Live ! Live ! my child — oh that the vigour of 
My frame might be infused in thine— -look up 
My Ishmael ! lisp but thy parent's name 
Tho' faint and sorrowful and low it be — 
Give but thy soul's sad utterance way ! one word 
Will music make for my wrung heart— Alas ! 
Alas ! thou cans't not — then, oh fare thee weD, 
I will away nor see thee die. 



Sunk on the earth in deepest prayer. 
The weeping Hagar lifts her strain ; 

It mounts upon that desert's air — 
Heaven hears, and heareth not in vain. 
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A blest voice speaks — " Hagar fear not, 
*' Thee and thy child thy God hath heard ;— 

** Lift up the lad— his future lot 
'' Is fixed by the Almighty word ; 



** A mighty nation shall he ] 

'^ The wilderness his tent shall know — 
'« Uncurbed his track and wildly free, 

'' With strength to bend Ihe stubborn bow." 

My boy will live ! a well spring in this land 
Meets my hot. eyes— so dinuned by burning teals. 
How pure its. waters I — r aqd how blesiCd to lave 
Yon drooping flow'r ! — fai: from mine eyes it 

might 
Have lain but for that hand which unseen guides. 
And from our eyes removes each mist obscure. 
And points to bliss and mercies manifold. 
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■y^*^^^t^>^f>^*^^^nf 



Blbst inQBic, liail ! odestia} povr — 
The q>irit'8 wing in sacred hour — 
Seraphic guide, whose stndns have ffven 
Man's darkened soul, a dream of heaven 
Whence comest thou P — Our saddened earib^ 
Grave not such soul enchantment birth. 
Sbj, didst thou wake when <ment mom 
First saw earth's thousand blossoms bom ; 
When sea, and land, and earth, and sky 
Proclaimed that all was harmony P 
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Where is thy dwelling, sacred guest ? 
IViid spheres of bliss on seraph's breast — 
In realms of everlasting light — 
In hearing of the INFINITE. 
Around thee wait a vestal train. 
Whose voices blend in choial strain ; 
Low at thy feet, they bend the knee — 
That seraph band is melody. 
They mount—they soar— each pinion bears 
To heaven's high gate our earth bom prayers, 
YHiere dwells in glory and alone, 
EarOi'a king— the uncreated ONE. 
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Thb weary are deeping — ^they dream not, but rest 
In the quiet of death, with the sod o'er their 

breast; 
They deep where life's shadows no darkness can 

fling. 
And unfelt is each sunbeam which gladdens the 

spring. 
They rest in their hopes — ^in the faith which they 

died; 
As the tree is cut down so the trunk must abide. 
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No thought for the future— no dream of the past. 
May better them uow^ or an influence cast— 
They dream not, but rest — and their sleqiing is 



liife's diequers are over, earth's sorrowings cease. 
The pale lips are closed, the fring'd eye-lids are 

down. 
The mouth wears no anger, the fbrebead no 

frowxL 
Who would not thus slumber P oh whoiwbnld 

not leave ! ' • 

The conflicts of life and the muisings which 

grieve ? 
Who wotild Hot cast off all earth's coils firom the 



To give back to the' spirit its home 'mid the 

blest? 
And when shall they rise P when the nations 

shall flee 
From the fire-flame of earth and each kingdom 

shall be 
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CoiiBQm'd like a acn^OU— wbett the stais in their 

Bpheie 
Are dimm'd in ihnr faistie and tremble with 

fear? 
When ** Time is no more,** and the aee yields 

her dead — 
When the mountains are not, and die islands 

wefled-*- 
When o'er the red sun the fourth phial is poured. 
And the Arch-angel's voioe prochiniSr-^Gfod is 

the Lord 1 
Whenever they wake 'may their fisung be hlest^ 
And the grave be exchanged for etemily'i rest ! 
May they swell the loud harping* in Ood'sholy 

band. 
With Hbsannais of praise, in the heavenly land ! 
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The mnmer's breath came o'er them and they. died. 

Hbmans. 



^^^^^^^^^^^^%^^v 



Thsy are mingling widi earthy 

And the flowers o'er thdr tomb. 
Are smiling once more. 

In theii beauty and Uoom ; 
Whilst the brightest of beams 

Which break from the skj. 
Make lovely the place 

Where the innocent lie. 
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And dioald not the sunshine 

Play over their breast. 
And the fairest of blossoms 

Bend light o'er their rest ? — 
For no sorrow was theirs — 
. Scarce a shadow of earth 
Had pass'd o'er their brows 
Since their rapturous birth. 

And no conflict convuls'd 

As the life breathings ceas'd,- 
Nor struggle, nor sigh. 

Spoke the spirit rdeas'd. 
A stillness unbroken, 

A coldness as day. 
Alone mark'd the hour 

Of life's passing away: '. 

Brief—yet happy their days. 
For a mother^s fond breast 

Had piUoWd their heads 
In their sweetest of rest; 
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Whilst hiish*d was each sounds 
Which in fancy m^ht make 

Their slumbers less light. 
Or the sleepers awake. 

This, this was their bliss. 

What more sweet could they prove 
In waking, or rest. 

Than a mother's pure love ? 
Yet what bosom may shield 

When death cometh to slay P 
He may not be won 

To relinquish his prey. 

They are slumb'ring once more. 

But not where the eye 
Can watch the dear sleepers. 

As peaceful they lie; 
Not — ^not where, the mother 

Keeps watch round the bed. 
Lest a sound should disturb. 

For they sleep with — the dead! 
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This wm a trial brought to prore, ' 
Whether friendship's fenerons i»my 

Equall'd not the reign of love, 
And which might henceforth mle the daf . 



Friendship — Mke a ste 
Emits a pleasing light ; 

But Love ontsbkies it hx. 
As day exceeds the night. 

Friendship -— is a gem^ 
Encaa'd in stiver moidd ; 

But Love's I a diadem 
Wrought in bornish'd gold. 
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As glow-woixns light the path. 
So far doth fii^idBhip shine ; 

But Loye, the i^lendour hath, 
T' illume the daxkest mine. 

Frioid^p — is a field. 

Where buds bloom blight as day; 
But Love's wide regions yield 

Flowers fading not away. 

Friendship — time demands 
Ere yet its fiow'rs will bloom; 

But Love at once expands. 
E'en. from the de^)est gloom. 

Friendship — like a flower. 
Oft droops 'neatfa cheerless sky; 

But Loi^e survives the hour 
Oi cold adversity. 



,y Google 



92 FRIBKBSHIP VEB808 LOVB. 

Friendship — like a glass. 
Will tell yon what's amiss; 

But Love^ will let it pass — 
His blindness is his bliss. 

Friendship's face we greet. 
As one lov'd '* passing well;** 

But Love ! when thee we meet 
Thou charm'st as with a spell. 

Friendship — is a reed 
On which the heart may rest; 

But Love's the friend indeed. 
To make us truly blest 

Friendship — in the mind. 
Is silver mix*d with dross; 

But Love, is gold refined. 
And bears the highest gloss. 
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Friendship — in the breast. 

Is peaceful in its reign; 
But Love, will never rest — 

He teazes heart and brain. 

Then Friendship hear the jury. 
And what the judges say : — 

Tho' Love's sometimes a fury. 
Yet he must rule the day. 

The witnesses all prove. 

That tho' he oft offends. 
They'd rather have one love 

Than one and twenty friends. 

Nay, Friendship do not frown 
At the verdict which we give. 

For Love must wear the crown 
As long as he shall live ! 
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1 SAW her, first in holy fene. 
Her pure gaze tum'd on h^h. 

When burst in rich delicious strain 
Her soul*s full melody. 

I knew her^ when afflictions pressed. 
And tears had paled her cheeks. 

For sunbeam friends had fled the test 
The child of sorrow seeks. 

I lov'd her, when in orphan state 
Want had with woe eomlnn'd ; — 

Then, like a lone flow*r desolate. 
She round my heart strings twin'd. 
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I made her mine, when woodlands rang. 
With song-birds' notes of love — 

When tJie wild rose rich frtsgfance flung. 
And bright skies laugh'd above. 

I lost her, in the trial hour. 
When nature's pangs distress'd — 

My bosom clasp'd our fiist-bom flower. 
My lips death's victim press'd.. 

They took her — to the silent earth — 

Dust imto dust was given — 
I wept aloud, I felt that worth 

Which wing'd its way to heaven. 

I mourn her, in the hush of night 

When tearless eye-lids sleep 
And with the early momii^ light 

My spirit wakes to weep. 
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I mourn ber, in the hush of night 
And when I seek my rest 

I mourn her^ as a martyred flower 
Whose love — my being blest 



,y Google 



THE MOUNTAIN MAID. 



And early she had leam'd to lore 
Each holy charm to nature given — 

The changing earth, tiie skies aboTe, 
Were prompters to her dreams of heaven ! 



Maid of the mountain, hast thou seen 

The earliest tint of Spring's bright green ? 

I know thou wanderest forth to hail 

The first sweet breath of the vernal gale : 

Soon as the snow melts from the hill. 

And murmuring flows each mountain riU^ 

Thy fonn is seen on the dewy height 

With a buoyant grace, and a foot as light 

As the loosen'd hounds when he scents the mom. 

And bounds at the call of the huntsman's horn. 
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In that mountain hut^ so bleakly wild ; 
Nature had reared her fairest child ; 
On the maiden's brow, so brightly fair. 
Nothing is seen of shading care ; 
There beauty and gladness, their magic blend 
And virtue claims her, her bosom's friend. 
Nothing knows she of wealth or lore. 
The fields are her books, the flowers her store ; 
Her native hills where the chamok bound — 
The trickling rills with their lulling sound — 
The spot where some few pale blossoms blow. 
And the darkling pine trees tow'ring grow. 
Form the Eden of all her heart's delight. 
Her care by day, and her dreams by night. 
The mountain top is her altar-place. 
The smiling heaven her maker's face ; 
She hears his Toice, in each gentle breeze. 
She sees his works in the flowers and trees ; 
Her soul drinks deep of the living light. 
And a vestment wears of stainless white. 
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Choice blesdngs are thine, thou Mountain 

Maid; • 

Rich is the heart where such joys pervade ; 
liong may'st thou banquet, thou wilding rose 
On the sweet resource thy bosom knows ; 
And long may thy voice from the mountain's 

green sod. 
Breathe the prayer of thy heart, to the throne of 
thy God. 






"'s 
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THE SEASONS. 



* Tis the spring ! — ' tis the spring, say my mur- 
muring heart. 

Does not her bright beautiful presence impart 

New gladness, new hope ?— come thou mourner 
reveal 

If thou feel'st not her spell thro' the wailing 
chords steal ? 

Sensations of joy wing the carolling bird. 

As its notes through the forest and woodland are 

heard; 
E'en insects, whose slumbers, so seeming to death. 
Have roused them to taste the balm'd bliss of her 

breath. 
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Mark how sportively wayward, yet sweedy she 

plays— 
Now peeping through showers — ^then dancing on 

raya; 
Now smiling — now frowning — then hiding her 

face — 
Last — ^winning our love hy her gentlest emhrace. 

See^ see ! she has kiss'd each young hud in its 

hed. 
And whispered that winter's chill hreezes have 



And they, all delighted, arouse them the while. 
And hurst into life 'neath her radiant smile. 

There comes on the gale too, a glad-speaking 

. voice. 
Which tells that the sods of the valley rejoice ; 
For spring has heen stepping o'er mountain and 

plain. 
And has rohed them in garments of gladness 

again. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



102 THB SEASONS. 

The dark clouds give way, and the blue sky peeps 

through. 
And yields from its bounty the nourishing dew ; 
The gemm'd earth, all grateful for blessings so 

given. 
Sends her choicest of odours as incense to 

heaven. 

Shall not man, then, be glad ? shall his heart not 

expand. 
And burst into joy 'neath the fostenng hand ? — 
Shall his feelings not blossom, and offer to God, 
A fragrance as sweet as each flow'r of the sod ? 

Yes, yes I the clos'd heart shall be fredy unfurl'd. 
And an incense shall rise to that radiant world. 
Where spring is etemal-^where shadows ne'er 

come. 
For that realm of pure light, is our soul's lasting 

home. « 
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Glad summer is come with her gay laughing^ 

train, 
I have traced her bright step o*er the hill-side and 

plain; 
She came borne on an incense fraught cloud of 

the mom 
Ere the dew-drop was dried on the blossoming 

thoiiL 

I have seen her just now — and her eye's sunny 

hue. 
Quite tempts me to bask 'neath its beautiful blue ; 
And her smile — Oh it seems of such rapture to 

tell. 
That I yielded my heart to her magical spelL 

Round her brow so bewild'ring a splendour there 

phtys. 
We might think she had bound it — ^with Sol's 

golden rays ; 
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And her zone is encizded by flow'rets whose hnes 
Seem brigbten'd and fed by besperian dews. 
Her foot's iairy imi»ess has painted the earth. 
For thousands of blossoms, have laughed into 

birth; 
Whilst the song-birds who liye but *mid sunshine 

and flowers. 
Give their sweetest of music to gladden her bowers. 

She has kiss'd her lov'd rose, — its deep blush tdls 

the tale ; 
She has lavish'd a smile on each bud of the vale; 
She has breath*d o'er the leaves and their varying 

shade 
Grows brighter wherever her breathings have 

play'd. 

E*en the brooks, by her presence seem happy and 

blest. 
As they mirror her form on each crystalline 

breast; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



tBB SBASOKS. 105 

And the rippiea— they dance in their fuhien of 

joy* 

As tho* ice-chain could neyer their pastinie 

destroy. 
Bright heandful season ! thy empire of light 
Should chase from man's heart the dominion of 

night. 
Thy rays impart bleadngs to all, and to each. 
And thy gifts diould a lesson of thankfulness 

teach. 



The autmnn is past — she hath gathered her spoU 
From each proud waving tree, and each weed of 

the soil. 
While some plants too fragile to brave her rude 

breath 
Have sunk down to sleep in the quiet of death. 
She hath finished her course — and many a bough 
She hath stripped of its fruit, mourns in barren- 
ness now, 

p 
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While nothing remaing of its spring-tide's fidr 

day. 
Save a few trembling leaves falling bst to decay. 

The autumn hath sped — and her ted scathing 

blast 
0*er nature's Mr face, desolation hath cast 
The wind as a mourner goes heavily now. 
And a requium plays o'er each leaf-riven bough. 
So plaintive, so sad, that the grief breathing gale. 
Seems to call from our bosoms an answering 

wail. 
But, the past why thus mourn P we have joyed 

'midst its flowers. 
And the future — ^but who may rely on those 

hours! 

The autumn hath past— and a silence so still 
Bests on woodland and plain, over valley and 

hill. 
And from the cold sky hangs a mist like a 

shroud. 
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While the tean of the mom, burst in streams 

from each doud. 
The sun scarcely lingers till earth feels his glow 
As tho' beams might not rest on the surface of 

woe. 
As if he but lov'd the fair earth when her flowers 
Were blushing, and bright, as the summer's glad 

hours. 

The autumn hath past — and a shadowing wing 
Seems to spread o'er the earth, and a silence to 

fling; 
E'en the birds feel its spell, and songless and shy 
Come near to our homes, till the gloom hath 

pass'dby; 
But man — reas'ning man, — in each withering 

sod 
Sees the finger of lov« — the right hand of his Grod 
Giving nature repose, — that her languishing 

reign 
May gather new strength to rejoice us again. 
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I am hasting away*— I am hastily away. 

From a land where with smiles few welcome my 

stay; 
I am fleeing away cm the wings of old time. 
Who claims me to visit a far distant clime, — 
A clime, where the birds who expect me ere long. 
Will gladden my reign, with their presence and 

«mg. 
Nor hie them, like swallowB, away when the 

breeze 
Just playitdly isqports with the leaves on the trete. 

I am hasting away — ^I am hasting away. 

For spring and her chiklr^i ate tripping this 

way; 
And she, with her smishine, her verdure, and 

flow'rs. 
Will make you forget my evenings' gay hours : 
She'll tempt you to rove by her magical spell, 
Shell lead you where violets empurple the dell ; 
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'Wliere with dew-drops she spangles the prim- 
roses pale. 
Then kisses them dry with her gentlest gale« 

I am hasting away — ^I am hasting away, * y^ 
For soft airs from the south through my raven 

locks play. 
And remind me that / no fellowship keep 
With the breezes that waken sweet flow'rs from 

their sleep ; 
I go, and I leaye to sun, zephyrs, and dew. 
The rapture of bringing choice buds into view, — 
Of clothing each spray — giving scent to the mom. 
And glitt'ring with gems the blossoming thorn. 

I am hasting away — ^I am hasting away. 
Yet lives there not one to regret me, and say, 
" I love ihee, dear Winter, I joy in thy reign, 
** Of thy snows, frost, or cold, I do not com- 
plain; — 
'* Thy breezes have health, if at noontide we 

«t»y. 
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" When the sun hath dispexsed each dark vapour 

away, — 
** Thy ey'nings how social, when around the 

bright fire, 
*' Our hearts own the glow which its comforts 

inspire.** 

I am hasting away — ^yet there hangs on my brow. 
Sad presage — ^that some I leave healthily now. 
May, ere my return have sunk to that rest. 
Where the clod of the graveland shall cover 

Iheir breast ; — 
To such, then, good bye— an eternal good bye. 
For ye go where no winter o'ershadows the sky, — 
Where no tempest clouds gather — no storms 

drench the sod. 
And the land where these come not, is the land 

of your God! 
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There is no motion of the air 
To raise the sleeper's tress, 

And no ware-hnilding winds are there. 
On Ocean's loreliness. 



J. O. Rockwell. 



Ths vex'd Sea is now still. 

And the waves of the deep 
By nature's own bushings 

Are lull'd to their sleep : 
The surge which hath gathered 

Since earliest day. 
Like the wrath of the storm 

Is now passing away. 
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Yet a sob and a moan 

Come bome on each blast. 
As some spirit in grief. 

For the spoil of the past ; 
For the merciless deed 

Which has whehn'd 'neath the wave. 
Hearts yearning for home. 

The weary— and brave. 

Oh most desolate day ! 

How litde they deem. 
Who are waiting afar 

In hope's cherishing dream. 
Of the ruin and wreck 

And the sorrow to come. 
The grief which is winging 

Its way to each home. 

The fond mother who wept 
At the prospect to part. 

Has counted the time 
By each pulse of her heart. 
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When her son diould return^ 

Her hrave sea-faring hoy. 
With his young heart elate 

In the fulness of joy. 

The fond maiden in hope 

Will wander once more 
The hillowy heach. 

The desolate shore ; 
And^her eye will grow hright 

As she watches each speck. 
She has heard not the woe 

Of the vessel's dark wreck. 

The young wife to her child 

Round the fire-side of home. 
Repeats the fond tale 

How the father will come. 
With hiight toys for his babe 

And a blessing for her. 
The dearest of boons 

Which this life can confer. 
Q 
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Yet now waxes, now wanes 

The light in her ^e 
As hope in her breast 

Plants the sonbeam, or sigh; 
She will go to her couch 

And her heart will be stirred,* 
With the sickness of fear 

And the promise deferred. 

Alas for her sorrow ! 

Oh what voice will impart! 
That no husband now claims 

The sweet shrine of her heart P 
Whose foot will be fleet 

To carry her woe ? 
To say, 'neadi the ocean 

" Thy Husband lies low ! " 

And thou mother, count not 
The long hours by the. shore. 

Thy first-bom noXir retteth 
Where time is ho mote.' 
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His bark hath found rest 

On that radiant straiul. 
Where ocean heaves not ' 

And no storms vex the land* 

Turn thy foqt trusting girl 

To thy threshold again. 
Thy $ajlor4oTe sleeps 

'Neath the breast of the main ; 
Where the sunbeams of hope 

And the shadow of woes. 
May not chequer the rest 

Of his spirit's repose. 

Not again to your hearths 

May the sea-farers come. 
No more shall their smiles 

Cheer the circle of home ; 
Alas ! for each grief 

What words can be spoken. 
To solace the hearts 

By the tempest nigh broken P 
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God shall q>esk to them peace. 

And their sorrows shall prove. 
As chain-IinlBB to bind them 

More close to his love. 
They shall dwell on the past 

As a tiial so given^ 
To better their hearts 

For a dwelling in heaven. 
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*' O lie not down poor monrner» 
" On the cold earth in despair ; 

** Why give the gnve thy homag«y 
'* Does the spirit wander there ? " 



Whebeforb weep ye maiden? the tears that 

thus ye shed. 
Cannot from the grave-land, win back the dum- 

b'ring dead. 
Wherefore weep ye maiden over yon grassy sod ? 
But dust is there reposing — ^the spirit is with Grod. 

Wherefore weep ye maiden ? it is the wiQ of Him 
Who rules enthron'd on high, 'midst countless 
cherubim. 
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To Strip you of your all^ yet bear'st thou not in 

mind. 
That he will to the shorn one, temper every wind. 

Wherefore weep ye maiden ? why hug ye thus 
your woe. 

The hand which chastens thee, and Jays thy trea- 
sure low 

Can raise thy drooping form, and heial each an- 
guish'd smart. 

For saith he not I will, bind up the broken heart 

Wherefore weep ye maiden ? canst thou not again 
Spring up from the tempest, like pine-trees of 

the plain? 
Hast thou no supporter P maiden yes t^iou hast. 
For sayeth not our Lord, on me thy burden cast 

Wherefore weep ye maiden ? this mournful wail 

why keep ? 
Go, hie thee to thy couch love, thy sonows lose 

in sleep ; 
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The morning's sun shall break, thy heart's pure 

hymn shall rise. 
Thy griefs shall melt away, Hke clouds from 

summer skies. 

Then weep no longer, sad one, each heart where 
virtue's dear 

Will whisper to thee comfort, and dry the or- 
igan's tear ; 

Thy God will never break the bruised, or bended 
reed; 

And they who seek him early, his providence 
will feed. 
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Go cill thy ioii»— instrnd them what a debt 
They owe thdr anoerton. 

Akbnsiuu 



Nobly answered^ my son ! thoa a soldier shah he. 
And war's martial blast shall be music to thee; 
Tfaou^ thy lamels shalt win 'midst the honoued 

and brare, 
Tho' the fidd of thy fighting but yield thee a 

grave. 

Thou bast chosen thy path 'mid the peril of strife. 

Where name may not save thee, nor wealth pur- 
chase life ; 

Where thy actions must serve for escutcheon 
and crest. 

And thy valour alone the proof mail for thy breast 
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But confess to me boy« hath thy young mind 

been cai^ht. 
By the timbrel of praise, which our conquests 

have bought ? 
Or, are the bright names which yet blazon in 

story. 
The beacons which light thee, and lead thee to 

glory? 

Oar island hath much that is dear to each son,—- 
Her fair chartered rights from dark tyranny won— 
Timers heirloom unsullied, inviolate, and free — 
Our passport by land, and our pilot o'er sea. 

And well hath she kept the rich gems of her 

dower 
Her pearls of high purchase, fair freedom and 

power— 
And Oh ! may this wealth, be unplucked from 

her hand. 
Whilst a son of her soil draws his breath on her 

land! 
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Our baim of higb worth, the hlesi templea of 

God, 
Whflte feUgioii's pare miniitry hftUowe the sod ; 
Where the heart's hymn ariseth in gladness or 



Say, shall heathenish hand lay an altar stone 
\om? 

The halls of our chieftains, those bnlwarks of 

Which stand as eartli's giants, piondly arm^d 

for the fight. 
Have .3rielded their noblest, their bravest* and 

best. 
That England might rise, and her offspring be 

blest 

Shall the foe's haughty banner wave high o'er 

their walls P 
And his footstep's dread echo be beard in their 

balk? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Shall we drivethem not hence, with the might of 

our hand. 
And keep fc^ ottr heroes, the ■trengtii of our 

landP 

Our hearths in their qmet, ^ad ^kdnese nov 
gleaming. 

Where peace hath her temple, and virtue ig heam- 
ing; 

Where blest sympathies meet, and affections en- 
twine 

The hearts of a household, round home'is sacred 
shrine. 

Do we value their peace P is our joy's bett repose 
In that circle of love, where each object bestows 
A blessing and smile, and where the heart's 

prayer 
Makes our welfare its subject, its hope, and its 

care? 
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Thai gild on thy swoid, if these dear things have 

part 
In thy geneioiis mind— in thy patriot heart 
And thine ardour still glows to uphold in ita 

fame 
Our king and our country—our birthright and 

name. 

Be thy glory unsullied — shew mercy to those 
Whom thy fortune may vanquish, thy duties 

oppose ; 
Then if laurels be thine, they may proudly be 

worn 
In thy brightest of hours, without canker or 

thorn. 
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JlTLIA. 

Ah, Constance ! I thought you'd been married, 

my dear — 
We heard at Geneva you'd wed an old Peer, 
Who /ietded upon you three thousand a-year. 

Constance. 

Dear Julia, no; he was such a bore. 
He seemed to belong to some era of yore — 
A precious Antique to have graced my Budoir. 
Mama always said, gain a Peer if you can. 
Obedient to this I well moulded each plan ; 
Yet no ! I could never endure an old man. 
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But yoQ cannot conceive the mirth IVe en- 
joyed— 
I would yon had seen how he gracefully bow'd 
After hobhling up to me, through Almack*s gay 

crowd; 
For his Lordship was lame, his foot had the 

goat. 
Yet he would chaperone me to concert and 

rou^ 
And lend me his aim to my caniage and 

out 
And when in the park I would go for a 

drive. 
Though a halo of beaux, like bees from a hive. 
Kept buzzing around, yet his Grace, by my 

std^ 
As some Quixote of old, their advances defied* 
By a look meaat to say,— i'« her ladyship^ 

guide — 
Her Knight, her elect ; whilst / could but smile. 
And tiy to oppose his intentions tiie while. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FAtHIOViJBLB DIALOOUB. 187 

Julia. 

When I went to Geneva I left you at play 
With that pet of the beau-monde^ Lord Vincent 

Doublais ; 
Say, fickle dear Constance, was he not aufait? 

CONSTANCB. 

What ! Vinoent the fopling P th' egregious elf» 
His love and his care of his own padded self, 
Wonld lead him to lay his dear wife on the 

shelf: 
No, no, I could never have married Doubhiis, 
Though an exquisite Inm mot his Lordship can 

wy. 
And sing that divine air, Je U garderm, ! 

JuLU. 

Fie, ^ ! my dear Cousin, I # not foigot 
That when you were wooed, by the Cckont Villa* 

dette. 
Your heart on a Dukedom, or Peerage was set; 
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These came, and the first you very weU know 
Yoa lost but by haying two strings to your 

bow — 
Twas not politic, Constance, to use his Grace so. 

CONSTANGB. 

La ! Cousin ! I vow that Geneva has given 
Yon very strange thooghts, and yoor badinage 

driven; 
We used to langh over flirtations like these. 
And declare 'twas delightful the male-sex to 

teaze; 
So serious you*re grown, that I fear, in sad trutii. 
You've forgotten the nonsense and mirth of your 

youth* 

Julia. 

You're facetiousl^^'tis well I'm not quite so 

young. 
But stiU there are graces which dwell on the 

tongue 
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May out-live those follies now learnt by most 
girls. 

Who angle for Dukes, Counts, Viscounts, or 
Earls; 

And when such are entrapp'd in their flimsy- 
spun net. 

Shew the strength of their Love by playing-r- 
Coqtietle, 

Constance. 

Dear Cou^, I vow that you're now too severe— 
I never once flirted, I'm sure, with the Peer; 
And as for the Duke, what faux-pas could he see 
In -my taking the arm of young Rupert Dundee ? 
And then for Doublais, Villadette, and Gonsailles, 
I merely bestow'd upon them a few smiles. 
Tis cruel, 'tis shocking, to say I coquette ; 
I am sure that were once my aHfetions quite set, 
I should never be teazing, or giddy, or gay. 
If my Lover ne'er vexed me by being autre, 
But indulgingly let me have all my own wa 
s 
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Dear Constance, I trust what you say you will 

prove. 
Whenever you feel that you really do love. 
Flirtation, my Cousin, is quite a defect. 
Destroying not only our love, but respect. 
And makes you the victim of scorn and neglect ; 
It gives to the Libertine power to speak 
Things that tinge with a blush fair modesty's 

cheek. 
When your heart a sdection has property made, 
Let your conduct, dear Constance, by prudence 

be sway'd. 
And nought but true t^demess ever disp]ay*d. 
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I saw him 
By the fitftil light of dying embeis. 
And ever and anon'a flick*ring beam 
Play*d o'er his face> and ahew'd the ravage made 
By woe : — his eyes were cast upon the earth. 
As thongh his hopes, as well as fortunes, soared 
No higher than the grovelling dust — his arms 
Were folded on his heaving breast, as if 
In haughty meditation of his state. — 
Oh ! *twas a melancholy sight ! — ^that man. 
With mind endowed for brig^Amd noblest ends. 
By talent and by nature made to win 
All hearts to love him, so sunk, dl^;raded. 
And so worn with guilt's corroding fetters. 
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Yet, when he raised his eyes, how different 
Their glance to that sad look I deem'd they 

wore!— 
A quenchless spirit play*d within, and seem'd 
To mock his features utter wretchedness. 
By fancy's mi^c spell, I quite revers*d 
This scene — ^the white-wash'd cell I hung with 

bright 
And richejst tapestry — the bed of straw 
I changed into a couch of luxury ; 
And H(9 — ^that lost, that lone and guilty one, 
I deck'd in costly robes, and there hb sat 
In pride of honored race-^4hen look*d he well ; 
His eye became the lofty bearing of 
His brow— his folded arms bespoke that high 
Behest, which ancient noblesse gloried in. 
But this bright vision vanish'd with one sob, — 
One loud, deep, iflKit-rending sob ! and he. 
The Crimingl, had prostrate sunk upon 
His dunge(»'e floor, and in a voice which spoke 
•His spirit's agony, cried out, — My God, 
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My God ! Oli^ do not thou forsake me i 
Do thou not (like those chosen few my heart 
Had number'd out as Friends,) now leave me to 
Despair ! — in mercy hear me ! — grant that 1, 
The last sad ficion of a noble house. 
May not by ignominious hands be reft 
Of life ; but that the morning's sun find me 
A corse! ♦♦***♦* 
*♦*♦♦««* 

I heard no more. The dungeon's door creak'd 

Heavily ; and straight before that culprit 

Stx)od one, whose blood-red robes, and stealthy 

step. 
Bespoke th' Inquisitor ! My fancy track'd 
Him to the grand tribune ; and then it deem'd 
There came, borne on the breeze of night, 

a shriek! — 
A deep, low, smother'd sound — A bursting sob 
Of mortal agony. Once more it came. 
Fainter, and finer — ^then was it hushed. 
The midnight bell toU'd heavily the hour 
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Of twdFe, — ^I woke ! — ^my restless fever d sleep 
Was broken, and I found my taper's beam 
Shone dimly, and its fliidng ray like to 
The breathings of departing life. 
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Thbbb are tears which f^em the infant's eye. 
When it moans its own sweet InUaby ; 
And tears will flow when the time has come 
That school mnst snpply the joys of home ; 
Yet such from the tearful fount may trill. 
They skim but the surface— working no ilL 

There are tears that fidl as spring's soft show'n. 
Dimming awhile, then brightening the flowen^ 
And are as the dew on the leafy spmy, 
Exhal*d by the warmth of a smiling my; 
Such tears are as sweet as the summer's lain, 
Blessii^ the heart, and cheering the plain. 
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There are tears which start in the parent s eye. 
When struggling boists — farewell ! good bye ! 
As the son is launch'd on the foaming main. 
Or wends his way to the battle plain ; 
And these, whilst e*en &om the fount they stream, 
Are dried by the glow of Hope's bright beam. 

There are tears that lave the maiden's cheek. 
When tongue denies what the heart would speak ; 
There are tears that gush from ii\jured pride- 
Bitter's their source, and rushing their tide : 
These, these from the depths of the urn will 

spring. 
And are traced by the bright dbeek withering. 

There are tears which their solemn track will keep, 
And die source of that stream is still and deep. 
Flowing in secret, unbidden, alone — 
Voiceless, yet speaking the spirits tone ; 
Such tears, indulged in, too quickly doom. 
The aching heart to an early tomb. 
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There are tears that fail far purer than those. 
Which are wrung from the heart hy mortal 

throes. 
When the spirit weeps its stain of years. 
And would wash the soul hy repentant tears : 
These, these are pure gems, and oh ! may they 

prove 
Our passport to Heaven — ^to Mercy — ^to Love ! 
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THE CARVED CAPON. 



Vitale d» Bitim Santa, at the request of his w^e, 
denres his son, a student of laws, to cut op a Clqpon 
by ndcs of grammar. 

Sacchbttk 



What ! a capon to carve, in grammatical way ! 
No doubt my dear readers will laughingly say, 
'Tis a thing out of reason, quite foolish, absurd- 
Does a grammar give rules for the carving 

a bird? 
Not exactly, indeed, yet we each of us know. 
That the rules of our grammar decidedly shew. 
That a bird is a subHanee ; as such then may be^ 
Divided and shared in an equal degree. 
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Yet this definitioii still leayed us in doubts 
How to cut up the capon ; nor can I find out 
One woid that will serve for the problem in case— 
So I leaye it to shew what exactly took place. 
The Student was one lately come from the 

CoBege, 
Where wit often stands as the proxy for know- 
ledge. 
And to play a good knife, under bribe of a fee. 
Is mUeh sooner acquired than a student's d^^ree. 
His lady-like mother, (only mother in name,) 
Deemed her son boasted knowledge, to which 

he*d no claim. 
And with no fidendl^ feeling pervading her 

breast. 
Resolved his attaimneots to put to the test. 
Of grammar she'd heard, yet I have not a 

doubtj 
' Twas a puzzle her faculties never made out ; 
But she must have esteemed it all science above. 
For by this very art, she intended to prove 
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Her son's migbty learning, so bade bim dis- 
play. 
How to cut up a bird in grammadeal way. 
Tbe youth saw ber folly, but thought it unwise. 
The lady^s request to neglect or despise ; 
For she o'er her household held absolute sway— 
Her veto was — no, and her looks were— obey ! 
The father, and mother, and two sisters graced 
The table in form — near the latter was placed 
A good sort of man, called a Catholic Priest, 
Invited, no doubt, to give grac$ to the feast 
The supper conunenced, and ihe crest of the 

bird. 
In courtesy due, on the Priest was confened ; 
As they, in their office, the shaven crown wear. 
The youth deem'd that part of the bird was his 

share. 
The father, as head of the household estate. 
Had the brain-gifted member forth laid on his 
plate. 
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To the mother who needed young legs to save 

her*s^ 
The son, wishful to please, straight the Capon's 

confers. 
To each sister he handed a delicate wing. 
As a hint that they should, like the songsters of 

spring. 
Now nurtured and grown, summon courage and 

fly. 

In search of a home, 'neath a sunnier sky. 
The breast and the back of the Capon remained — 
The bonne bauche of the bird, and he who sus- 
tained 
The carving fatigue, embellished his plate 
With the delicate food, and uhblushingly ate 
The choicest and best — and was not this fair, 
Smce he modestly took what was left for his 

share? 
Then, addressing his mother, he tauntingly said. 
You see, my dear madam, how wisely I'm led. 
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To select for you each, what I deem soits you 

best- 
Thus, my wisdom has surely been put to the test; 
And if I have failed to convey to your mind. 
That my knowledge is not of the tubtlest kind. 
Pray impute the defect to my ears or my eye% 
But do not the rules of my grammar despise ; 
For without such assistance, I plaixily could see, 
The snare that your kindness intended for me. 
You meant by this capon to prove me a fool. 
For even you, madam, must know there's no rule 
In our grammar contained, for dissecting a bird— 
' Twas an art of your own, and in malice pre* 

ferred. 
That my failure might prove me unwovtfay the 

£Eune, 
Derived from the A.B. attached to my name. 
Now if, when again I return from the college. 
You wish me to shew off some porti<m of know- 
ledge. 
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Pray select in your wisdom some science^ which 

may 
Your own sense discover and kindness display ; 
Lest the tables be tamed, and the ridicule 

thrown. 
On those who to others no mercy have shewn. 
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A MOTHER'S RETROSPECTION. 



Mary, my memory goes back 
To thy fair childhood's pleasant track. 
The spell breaks o*er my darker years. 
As sunshine thro' a mist of tears ; 
I see thee by my side e'en now. 
With thy glad smile and open brow— 
Thy young lips part, thy sweet tones come. 
As when their music blest our home. 
And can my lonely heart forget. 
Thy winning looks — ^thy fond regret. 
When first thou miss'd my curling hair. 
And saw the widow's tresses there P 
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Thou didst not like the parted braid> 
Around my waa^ thin temples laid^ 
And mark'd with childhood's artless grace 
The tear-drops on my beamless face. 
Thou ivert too youngs my darling child^ — 
Too much by passing joys beguil'd. 
To mark the throb which wrung my breast* 
When first my orphan girl I press'd ; 
Tet thou didst strive^ with sweet caress. 
To smile away my wretchedness. 
And tho* a widow, still I felt. 
My God had yet in mercy dealt. 
In leaving to my heart a vine, 
Whose clasping tendrils yet would twine 
Around that stem, whence leaf and flower 
Had droop'd in sorrow's blighting hour. 
Toung as thou wert, thou fain would st know 
The source of my resistless woe ; 
I bade thee Hst» then told onee more. 
The tale of grief and trials o'er. 
u 
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The tean came taekling from thine eyei 
As Bhow'iB fiom April*s bright blue skieB^ 
Dried^ too, as soon as though some my 
Had met them on their watery way. 
But Mary ! thou hadst little share 
Of that dear father's anxious care ; 
Sre one year of thy life had passed, 
Summon'd by war's imperious blast. 
He left thee in thy gentle sleep. 
With one to watch o'er thee and weep. 
But my reft heart too well could trace 
His looks of love — his noble face. 
His fond affection for his child. 
His parting kiss — his anguish wild. 
Again I wept, but hid from thee 
The full tide of my misery. 
I bade thee go and bring me flowen. 
Made brighter by the passing showers — 
Thy fleet step, still as light and gay. 
Went on its noiseless, thomless way ; 
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Then did the gush of sorrow stream^ 
Till e*en hope waned to fitful gleam. 

This past— years past — and thou, ray piid< 
Still near thy widow'd mother's side, 
Orew as a bad, when sun and show'r 
Alternate bless and bend the flow'r. 
Oh ! had*8t thou kept thy place of wA, 
As unfledged bird within its nest. 
This heart, tho' 8teep*d in misery. 
Had had no source of grief thio' thee. 
But thou, my dear misguided loTe, 
With plumage bright as spotless doye, 
Soar'd on thy mounting spirit's wing. 
Like merlin ioos'd from silken string; 
And as that bird in sunny air 
Flutters, it knows not, cares not where. 
So thou^ alas ! in pleasure's throng 
Swept in its labyrinth along, 
UncoHBekms that the jbwter% net 
Was o*er ttam floir^y iteMs sst 
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Oil ! wakeful memory ! let fall 
OUivion's dark yet shading pall ; 
Hide from my brain — ^my mental sight. 
My life's black clood-^my darkest niglit. 
Maiy t my daughter still ! — ^tho' sunk, 
Tho' blighted as some scathed trunk, 
Tho' fiJlen — ^humbled — crushed and seaiwi. 
Yet by thy childhood's spell endeared. 
By years in fond affection twin'd. 
By mem'ry of thy spotless mind. 
By recollection's powerful epeH, 
When bidding all I lov'd fiurewell. 
By crowding thoughts of bliss by-gon^ 
Till blending joy and grief seem one ; — 
I cannot, cannot, curse my child, 
Tho' sinful, lost, and wandering wild 
In darkened path — she was the shrine 
Around which, like an aged^vine. 
My heart still dung-— I pray'd, I wept^ 
Till the dark mass of sorrow swept 
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Me slowly by — ^and long years cast 
A mantle o'er the troubled past 

% « « • « « 

Mary> farewell ! — yet shall I part 

From mem'ry*8 spell, ere from my heart 

Its pmyer comes forth ? — ^that prayer, my lore. 

Daily upraised for thee above. 

That thou, reclaimed from error s way. 

Be brought, by peniienee, to pray. 

Bend thee, my child, on humble*d knee. 

Weep in thy soul's humility. 

Till Hope, reoeiyed from gracious Heaven, 

Whispers thy peace— and faults forgiv'n ! 
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Thb breath of mistrust had been breath'd o*er 

his soul^ 
Its voice, like a mildew, had faJl'n on his ear ; 
Like a blood-houttd, the demon had track'd to its 

goal 
The blest spirit of peace, and had made it a bier. 

Its poison had sunk on the germs of his heart. 
And blighted each blossom which sprang from 

its mould ; 
It had coil'd round the root, and its venomous 

dart 
Struck the fountain of hope, till life's current ran 

cold. 
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It lurk'd in each cell^ till the keenness of pain 

Had quiyer'd each fibre— each nerve, too, un- 
strung; 

It had fever d each pulse, it had madden'd his 
brain. 

Whilst his lip shrank all blanch'd at the curse ot 
his tongue. 

In his breast was a fire ; and the forked flames 

threw 
As Etna's wild stream, desolation and dread ; 
Yet jealousy's plant, like the Upas tree, drew 
Life and strength from that soil where each 

flowret lay dead. 

The fiend laugh'd aloud — his fury now waned — 
His victim no longer the tempest might brave. 
Yet he whisper'd one word — ^that point was soon 

gain'd. 
For yon lonely dark mound — shews the Suicipb's 

Gbave! 
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Angel of death ! yet, yet awbile delay ! 
Too sad it is to part. 
Thus ID my spring of beart. 
With all the light and laughter of the day. 

Hbmans. 



*Ti8 now three months, my mother, since you 

laid me on this bed. 
And kindly made the pillow smooth for Mary's 

aching head ; 
And tho* my hands were burning hot, and heavy 

grew my eye. 
We did not think, dear mother, then, you laid 

me here to die. 
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For I remember, when I spoke of my forehead's 

burning pain. 
You said, I hope to-morrow, love, you'll be quite 

well i^ain — 
So kiss'd my cheek, and bade me sleep, and 

drew the curtains round. 
Then stole away, and clos'd the door, without the 

slightest sound. 

The morrow came, and pass'd away, but was in 

sickness spent. 
And many, many morrows now, too like it came 

and went ; 
Yet, mother, for this day or two, I've had no 

cough or pain. 
So don't you think I soon shall be quite strong 

and well again P 
You told me when I better grew, I should, 

wrapp'd up with care. 
Go round the garden walk again, and breathe 

the fresh'ning air. 

X 
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Do, mother, let me try to-day, I am wearied of 

this room ; 
Besides, it looks so nice and warm — ^is not the 

summer come ? 

Oh ! how much better now I feel-— quite happy 

too, and gay ; 
Do not you wish that I may have, such spirits 

ev'ry day ? 
I'm sure I should not like to die — ^that is,eo soon, 

I mean. 
For every thing seems living now, sweet flow'rs 

and herbage green; 
And uncle, too, is coming home, across the far 

deep sea. 
Who used to call me little Mab, and take me on 

his knee. 
Besides, dear mother, you would be so very lost 

and sad; 
For when I'm well you play with me, and seem 

yourself quite glad. 
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And now I'm ill you never smile— not once thro' 

all the day ; 
And when you think me fast asleep, I hear you 

come and pray 
By my bedside, and then I try to pray just as 

you do. 
And ask of God, to make me well, to live and 

comfort you. 
Nay dearest mother, do not cry — ^is not all dan- 
ger past ? 
You hear now much I*ve talk*d to-day, I must be 

mending fast ; 
And but that I am rather tired, and giddy feels 

my head, 
I should not thus sink down again upon the 

fey lish bed. 



Bright day again is breaking — the third from 

that which threw 
A passing sunbeam o*er that child, and from her 

bosom drew 
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The simple wish that she might liye> to bless and 

to be blest ; 
Now^ in that fair white curtain*d bed, she hath 

unbroken rest. 
Those look'd-for days of coming health, mid 

scenes of joy and love. 
And dreams too beautiful for earth, were not for 

her to prove. 
The ilow'rs she thought to gather, with her own 

fair feeble hand. 
She holds in death, to fade with her, in earth's 

sepulchral land. 

Well may'st thou weep, sad mother ! thy child, 
tho' bom of earth. 

Had her soul's light from higher spheres, and 
thou had'st known its worth; 

Be this thy solace, then, in woe— thy ray mid'st 
shadows given. 

Thy child all glorified hath place, with the re- 
deemed in heaven. 
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Where the sinless and the purified have one 

eternal day. 
And the joyful soul a glory owns, that fadeth 

not away ; 
Where seraphs' looks of holy lore, one changeless 

beauty wear — 
Then mourner, be thy grief assuaged, thou too 

may'st enter there. 
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** Jerome SaTonarola was a man enthivnastic in his pfety, 
and daring in his spiritoal pretensions. In 1452 he fiz^ 
fell those impulses which gare the pecaliar character to 
his mission ; he began to preach on prophecy, and assnm- 
ed the mission of a Prophet. It was no dew of pcrsaasioa 
that fell from his lips — ^it was the word of an offended 
Deity, clothed in thunder and hul, announcing the ap- 
proach of desolation. In a trial of fire, which he was 
challenged to go through, he refused the conditions, unless 
allowed to carry the Host in his hand. Now, besides the 
appearance of some secret design in this demand, the 
people were easily taught to believe, that the proposition 
contained no slight mixture of impiety, thus to expose to 
destruction the most holy of holy things : — ^the advantage 
was pursued, and Savonarola condemned to be bnmt. 
His ashes, after the usual custom, were cast into the Amo.'' 
Waddinoton'8 HirroRT of tbr Church. 



He stood beside the fa^;ot pile. 
Where martyrs' feet had trod ; 

Meekly resigned to give himself 
A sacrifice to God ! 
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And not alone — another dared 

The wildly spreading flame^ 
To seal his faith in that dark creed 

Whence sin's indulgence came. 

The one, of deep and holy mind, 

Fonned hy communings high. 
Strengthened to keep his faith unchanged. 

Or for its doctrines die. 
A quenchless light, the spirit's lamp. 

Dwelt in his hreast enshrined; 
Whilst visions and prophetic dieams. 

Swept o er his chainless mind ; 

As in the da3rs of ages past. 

Deep things, from man concealed, 
To God's elect and chosen few. 

In vision stood revealed. 
Pure inspiration clothed his words. 

The whispered voice of heaven. 
Whilst prescience of forthcoming woe 

To him alone seemed given. 
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A nation's strife — ^the fearful war, 

'Twixt pure and bigot zeal. 
Called for decision — and his heart 

Answered the strong appeal. 
He breathed his mission, not in strains 

Of soft persuasion's tone, 
Denouncings dire, in terror's garb. 

Fell from his lips alone. 

His voice had power, and rumour gare 

Her tribute to his fame ; 
Whilst infidels, and dark-soul'd priests. 

To thwart his doctrine came. 
Malice was foiled, ennobling truth 

In fearless words was given ; 
And, viva Crista ! from each voice. 

Rang through the vault of heaven. 

Nor few, nor feeble, were the men 
Who trembled *neath his ban. 

Whilst sceptre'd monarchs kneeled before 
The soul-exalted man. 
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Increasing numbers daily proved, 

The strong resistless sway ; 
Religion lit her lamp once more, 

At truth's unclouded ray. 

Now came the strife, the threatened storm, 

By brooding blackness nurst ; 
And unrestrained, in vengeful wrath. 

The gathered tempest burst. 
Power jealous of the strength'ning arm. 

And souls from darkness won. 
Gave to the church, as heretic. 

Her best and noblest son. 

He shrunk not — for the scriptured page 

Formed the foundation stone. 
On which his heart an altar made. 

To God and Christ alone. 
From thence he drew that succour, wUch 

In terror's fearful hour. 
Upholds the faithftil, and deprives 

Death of his glocmiy power. 

T 
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Fierce was the cry — 'twas miracle 

By which his power had grown ; 
And superstition madly seized 

On reason's vacant throne. 
Kindle the pile ! trial hy fire ! 

As that decreed of yore. 
To those three Jews, whose faith might not 

Bel's idol god adore. 

Two piles nprear'd their threat'ning forms. 

And flame on flame increas'd -^ 
In sacerdotal hahits stood. 

Each fearless victim priest. 
Savonarola grasped the Host, — 

Rdying on the power 
Of that one symhol of his faith. 

In torture's keenest hour. 

This might not be — that sacred type 
No martyr 8 hand might claim. 

To shield him through the ordeal 
Of torture and of flame. 



,y Google 



5AV0NAROLA. 168 

' Twas profanation, and a crime 

Against the Holy One, 
Thus to expose to kindling fire — 

Type of the Saviour Son. 

Where was that fear disdaining soul. 

That faithful trust and boast, . 
That thus his coward heart now sought 

Protection from the Host P 
For by the bold Franciscan monk. 

No sacred spell was borne ; 
Nor on his breast, nor in his hand. 

Was guard, or symbol worn. 

Loud rose the tumult, and the strife *— 

Savonarola's fame 
Seemed now some dark impostor's art. 

Linked unto fraud, and shame. 
Seize on the false one ! bear him hence f 

' Tis but some base design ; 
He shuns the trial, if denied 

To bear a type divine. 
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Short was the respite — and a^n 

The death shrine rose on high ; 
And thronging thonsands rushed to see. 

How firmly man could die. 
Unmoved he stood — his spirit held 

Communion high with heaven — 
The world receded, and to life 

No wand'ring thought was given. 

No conflict stirred him, whilst his eye 

Dwelt on the reeking pyre, 
" How impotent ! holv vain ! he cried, 

" Is this your vengeful fire ! 
" Faith's mighty armour is the mail — 

" The aegis of my soul, 
" This is my safeguard — and o*er this 

" Who may usurp controul ? 

" High feed the flame I my pilgrim feet 
" Have ofl; rough path-ways trod, 

" And this, the last ! — oh may it lead 
" To mercy — and to God ! " 
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***** 
««*««« 

A costly freight one moment lay 

On Amo*s limpid wave — 
A martyr's dust, which earth denied 

The refuge of a grave i 
The waters whelm'd it, and no trace 

Told of the huried prize ; 
Yet, when the waves yield up their dead* 

This treasured spoil shaH rise. 
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Who can tell the various vrajB, 
Which Love ! in different dresses plays ? 
And how, his motley acting sways P 

Who can count the garhs he wean. 
The cost of which he never spares. 
And seldom, even knows or cares ? 

However wide be fancy's range. 
However wild, grotesque, or strange. 
He plays a part to suit each change. 
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If sadly sober be his vest^ 

Not sporting feather in his crest. 

To play the " HypoetiU " he's drest 

If his gifts, like miser's treasure. 

Come grudgingly, and without pleasure ; 

He's studying ''Measure (then) for Measure.** 

" Lave Alamode,** he'll oft engage, 
A farce, too frequent on life's stage, 
As suiting this d^;enerate age. 

When he in pleasing garb arrays. 
Which every grateful tint displays, 
- In "Stoop to Conquer" then he plays. 

And this, the climax of his art. 
Requires deep knowledge of his part. 
And should be played with soul and heart. 
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When acted well^ it seldom^ails 
To fill his pinions with the gales 
Of sighs — sweet tribute to love*s tales. 

Had / my will, in this good play. 
He should perfonn each coming day, 
Till every lofty heart gave way. 

But Love, IVe very oft been toM, 
Is growing covetous and old. 
And plays but rarely, and for golii 

I'm sure 'tis grievous — if 'tis true. 
For what must we poor Maidens do. 
Who boast no coin of yellow hue ? 

We e'en must teach our tongues to say, 
We care not for such foolish play ; 
Our tastes lie quite another way. 
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And then of favourite pets well prate. 
How blissfcQ is the single state ! 
And how the Roscius Boy we hate ! 

So, Master Love, weVe formed a plan. 
To treat you as a sordid man. 
And live without you — if we can. 
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"And dreams in tbelr deyelopemcnt hare breathi 
And tears, and torture, and the touch of joy ; 
They leave a weight upon our waking hours.'* 



Ob ! wake me not from such a dream. 

Sweet vision of the past. 
Whose happiness like summer beam. 

Is flitting all too fast. 
I've seen my home, my cbildhood*s rest. 

Just as I left the spot. 
When bright fond looks and gladness blest» 

Our dear, our hallowed cot. 
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IVe looked upon my mother's face. 

And kissed her placid brow — 
Oh Iwhere in waking may I trace 

Those faded features now ? 
Earth holds her not — life's silver string 

Hath snapped — and far away 
Her soul has soared on stainless wing. 

Where beams eternal day. 

I Ve heard a voice — that voice, for which 

My spirit pined to hear, 
Breaking in tones as sweet and rich, 

As angels in their sphere. 
Dear sister 1 loved so long and well, 

We deemed not yet to part. 
But made a home wherein to dweU, 

Within each other's heart 

I *ve trod once more that pleasant path. 

The primrose wood among. 
Where my young heart in childhood hath 

Thrilled to the wild bird's song. 
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The very breeze which by me swept 
Seemed fragmnt as of yore ; 

Oh ! that I had stiU calmly slept— 
I may not dream this mone. 

I waken and mine eyes are wet 

With pleasare*8 flowing tears ; 
Whilst on my brain, there presses yet 

The spell of other years. 
LeaTe, leave me ! let me sink to sleep. 

And mingle once again. 
With those who o*er my reft heart keep. 

Love's strong unbroken chain. 
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It was a bright, sweet, tranquil summer's day. 
On trees, on herbage, and on blossoms lay 
A laughing lovelines ; as if the earth 
Were keeping that blest jubilee — her birth ! 
When she came forth from cold, chaotic gloom, 
A sunlit planet and in vernal bloom ; 
Perfect her moulding, and in aether given. 
To trace her bright way 'neath the areh of heaven* 
The waters too seemed joyful, yet at rest. 
With scarce a ripple on their cr3rstal breast. 
The very skifis in lazy motion moved. 
As if that blissful harmony they loved ; 
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And, like to human moraligts, could feel 
Regret to furrow with a ploughing keel 
Such placid loveliness — and oh ! could care 
Look on such beauty^ and yet coldly wear 
Her brow unbrightened P yes, by that smooth 

stream 
One form was wandering, with whom, the beam 
From heaven diverging, and the sapphire sky 
Were not reflected in her downcast eye. 
Deep were her musings ! for the maiden's soul 
Was with the past, and felt the .strong ccmtrol 
Of wakened memories, whose unlocked springs. 
Shew the recesses of long treasured things. 
Her brow had that sweet sadness, which per- 
vades 
When day*s last beam blends with the evening 

shades. 
Sad were her feelings, and her spirit's tone 
Retired within herself — and yet, not lone ; 
(For oh ! it is not loneliness to be 
Companion to our own heart's memory). 
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She then was wand*riiig o*er that very sod, 
Where in days past she joyfully had trod. 
With one heside her — to whose soul was given 
A stream of poesy — a boon from heaven ! 
And he with her held converse on such things. 
Whose chiefest beauty from that sunshine 

springs — 
The heart's own gladness ; whilst each vivid 

thought 
Glow'd with the brightness which itself had 

wrought 
Companion meet for Clifton's solitude. 
Within whose deepening shades again she stood. 
Wrapt in her musings ; for no more would come 
That voice, which had made earth too dear a 

home ! 
No more the pencilling on flower and tree 
Would be to her so manifest — for he. 
Nicely perceptive in great Nature's store. 
Conned all its beauties, till his heart ran o'er 
With its perfections — from this fount he drew 
His soul's best poetry, his virtues too. 
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Clifton, how hallowed has thy memory been ! 
Thy wave,* thy windings, and each sylvan 

scene — 
Thy lights, thy shadows, and thine ancient trees 
Had with that maiden their fond memories ! 
Twas here thy Poet, thy own nursling, sought 
Themes for his harp-strings ; till each budding 

thought 
Became a chaplet — but by haggard care 
Struck from his temples ere his brow could wear 
Its own bright trophy, — Yet White, thy dawn- 
ing fame 
Has been made glorious by that crowning name. 
That heir of Genius, f who enwove thy praise 
With his own breathings, and approved thy 

lays. 
Most feeling tribute of a noble Bard ! 
This thine exceeding, and thy bright reward. 



* Clifton Qrort It bounded on one side by the Treat. 
t Byron. 
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And oh ! how grateful to thy wandering shade, — 
The heart*s pure incense on thy tablet laid, * 
Borne from afar — from o'er the ocean's wave. 
To fling its fragrance on a stranger's grave ! 
Rest in thine honours ! in thy quiet sleep ! 
For Love and Pity do around thee keep 
Their holy watchings — till, from riven earth 
Again thou risest, in immortal worth ! 
For, if a purity which nought could dim-. 
May join the circle of the seraphim ; 
If piety, which humblest faith displays. 
May wake the harpings to Jehovah's praise,—^ 
Thou wilt hav^e station, where the Holy standi 
In light unfading, at thy Grod's right hand ! 
Clifton £urewell I ye memories farewell ! 
Yet, be your voices round me — and the spell 
Of bye past happiness — for ye do fling 
Flowers, which make winter beautiful as spring; 
And fragrance, whose undying sweets disclose 
The grateful breathings of a summer's rose. 

* AUndlog to ttie Momunental Tablet erected to the memory 
of Bu NR7 KiRKi Wbitc, bj FrftucU Boott Eeq., of Boaton 
Vnitcd States. 
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Ok ! 86^ not my Ellen, the Sybil's dark grot. 
Fly, fly from the wfld haont, there's gmh on the 

spot;— 
Oh ! meet not the gleam of her wanderii^ eye. 
As it rolls in its sonken bed feverishly. 
When first in my boyhood her cavern I sought, 
I heard not, I read not, I dreamed not of aught 
In mortality's mould, of womankind bom. 
So fearfully haggard, so wildered and worn. 
As that dweller on earth, in whose visions are 



The things that shall be, and the deeds that have 
been. 
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Seek not, my dear Ellen^ s^k not her dark grot> — 
Can she soften her trials^ or brighten your lot ? 
She will open a scroll, she will weave you a 

spell. 
And bind you by vow, that you nevier shall tell 
The deeds that you witness^ the sounds that you 

hear; 
She will matter strange word8> till you're palsied 

with fear, — 
While the incense-pan glows, and its fitftil light 

gleams. 
Her eye with so fearful jl brilliancy beams^ 
You might think the large orbs, where such 

wild'ring U^^sta play. 
Were the channels for wildfire, whose meteor 

like ray, 
Brook'd not the fame's bondage, so broke from 

the clay. 
But my tongue may not utter, nor would I that 

thou 
Should'st hear those strange words^ whic 
bonds of my vow 
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Keep secret, and dark ; — a spirit that quails. 
And shrinks at bold fictions wild l^;endsand 

tales 
I like not ; — bat yet — were my tongue free to 

speak 
What passed in that caTem, 'twould Uandi thy 

young cheek. 
Then seek no^ dear Ellen, the hag's piescient 

gift; 

If thy hopes have been wrecked, thy baik swept 

adrift. 
These amend if thou canst — no more seek to 

know, — 
Enough for each day is the weight of its woe. 
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*' God has redeemed the gift he gave. 
And hallowed by an early grave 
Thy memory." — 



She should be happy now ! Leontine's bride i 
For he who efst so gentle, ne'er would chide 
Her, whom before high heaven he had vowed 
To cherish — and that buoyancy, so bowed 
Before a father's haughty, stem controul. 
Now burst in graceful lightness from her souL 
Oh ! blisful destiny ! to be bis own- 
To mark his feelings, and his spirit's tone! 
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To share his dwelling, and each hour to prove 
Her own Leontine*s tenderness and love ! 
She felt too happy, as each coming day 
Brought his dear smile— her youi^ heart's beacon 

ray. 
What now to her, the tempest which had past ? 
Her hark had gained safe anchorage at last ! 
Thus mused the fond one, and her eyes mild 

beam 
Glowed with the brightness of this cheating 

dream. , 

We met — and I did fancy I could trace. 
In the sad paleness of her youthfiil face, 
A working sorrow — that which the heart 
Finds it no balm, no solace to impart. 
Those joyous breathings— the glad spirit's voice. 
Which tdls when feelings innately rejoice. 
Were now all banished, and each tone elate 
Dismissed, as mock'ry of her cheerless fate. 
Yet dwelt there in her dark, wild, troubled eye, 
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Fire that still told of quenchless energy, — 
A finn resolve and glances so intense. 
As though her yet strong feelings would condense 
Within those eye halls all the fey'rish glow, 
licft from some sad, some spirit hreaking woe. 
This look I saw but once, long since/— and yet. 
Though now for years the meteor fire bath set. 
Still doth it haunt me, as if memory dwelt 
On things once yivid, and so keenly felt. 

Sbe should be happy naw-^now, that Leontine's 

eye 
Had once more gained its wonted brilliancy ! 
What, tho' the lustre of A^ cheek had waned> 
Had not her husband healthfulnesa attained ? 
She blest his sickness, — for she deemed it brought 
Repentant tear-drops with returning thought ; 
(Rich was she in that alchemy of mind 
Which turns base coin to metal more refined) 
Bat health returning brought back exiled pride» 
Which soon the fountain of repentance dried. 
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** What / / Leontine — ^Naples proudest boaet ! 

" Whose wit gives lustre to tbe passing toast ! 

" Whose step is hailed as harfainger of joy ^ 

** Should I those ki^k tRiiineiians all destroy ; 

** And, m return, supremely reign alone 

*' In the small circle of affection's home P 

" To live on smiles— on tender words and teanf, 

'' And list a weak wife's virionary fears P 

" Banish the thought ! I will, now in my prime, 

** Gild whilst I can the leaden wings of time."— 

And thou» meek sufferer, still didst thou find 

scope, 
T'indulge the dreams of hrightly tinting hope — 
Still did they cheer thee.*— How had'tfaat fond 

scheme, 
(Planned but to save him from destruction's 

stream) 
Wrought on his heart chords ? — had one softened 

tone 
Sprung from the touch to harmonize thine own P— 
Have thy keen sorrows, meltingly express'd. 
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Found the deep fount of pity in his breast ? 
Have thy entreaties, fervent^ and yet mild, 
(Joined by the lispings of thine only child). 
Woo from his lips^ a promise to amend 
His conduct as a husband, fatiber, iiiend ^ 
Can summer's beam dissolve MaldatWs snows? 
Can tender blossoms spring, ilrom soil where 

grows 
The* hardy fir tree, and the tow'ring pine ? 
As well might we expect the grateful vine 
To yield its fruit, when noxious weeds entwines 
As e'er expect on breathing stem to find 
The fruits of virtue, when sin warps the mind'. 
And tbou, Leontine, what has been thy part ? 
To blight the sweet buds of affection's heart; 
To see unmoved, slow, withering decay. 
O'er the fair petals of thy flow'ret play. 
To mark the tendril, which in Love's young 

spring. 
Thou vow'dst to shelter, as with angel's wing. 
Droop, and contract,— and thou, each coming day 
2b 
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To know it withered for one cheering ray 
To animate its stem — and yet, oh ! yet. 
Thou lett*st the foul fang of this mildew set. 

Why, my dear sisfcer art thou weeping so ? 
Se6*8t not my spirit tempered to the blow. 
Thus levelled at me by the hand of death ? 
Not only meekly shall I yield my breath 
To him who gave it — but shall bless the blow 
Which lays my breaking heart and scnrrows low« 
Thou know*st my Mary, how, in joy elate, 
I dwelt upon the beauty of the wedded state. 
And how unceasingly my spirit strove. 
To keep still bright the flickering lamp of lore,. 
And when launched on the surges of life's sea 
My bark stiQ braved the billows joyously. 
Whilst hope sustained it — but, that fatal blast. 
Which wrenched the moorings by the syren cast 
Drifted the vessel — and each coming wave 
^ Now yawns to bury in a cheerless grave. 
My child, my infant bud now blossomings 
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'S^ay in her Father's bosom find the springy 
Of heaven bom pity ; and her riper years 
HAsy soothe his anguish, when the flowing tears 
Of sorrow stream ; for oh ! remorse will come 
"When rests my head within the silent tomb. 
Shew him my grave-place, and there upon my bed 
Se the sweet unction of his pity shed. 
This from my tomb, in exhaled worth shall rise 
The heart's best incense — sorrow's sacrifice. 
Farewell — farewell, the joyful time draws near 
Which frees my spirit, and which dries each tear. 
Yes, now I shall be happy ! and those dreams 
Of fadeless beauty — and bright cheering beams 
Will now be realized.; and oh ! each ray 
Will not be fleeting as a summer's day. 
But changeless, lasting, for there cannot come 
Shadows and sorrows in our heavenly home. 
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LJKES ^R THE FIRST LSAF OF AK ALBUM. 



Tlie first leaf of a book^ sometiiBes, 

Is termed the " Tttle Page/' 
And tells, if prose, blank verse, or rbymes 

The other parts engage ; 
And by mere name, ' tis often thought 

To be a pleasant book. 
So with the title fairly caught 

We further turn to look. 

Where shall I find the magic words 

To grace this title page ? 
What best with truth, and taste accords. 

The reader to engage. 
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Say, shall I err if I declare. 

Within this book's combined 
The tributes of the young and fair. 

With offerings of the mind ? 

That 'midst its leaves bright flowers will spring. 

Fresh, as if newly blown ; 
Whilst mem'ry o'er each bud will fling, 

A fragrance all its own : 
A sweetness that will aye reveal 

Fond feelings to the hearty 
And to the friend, the thoughts will steal 

Though separate — apart. 

Landscapes, whose view perhaps reminds. 

Of some far happy place. 
Which the glad eye in absence finds, 

A pleasure to retrace. 
These, with a graceful form or two. 

With faces fair as Eves', 
Are all, that I dare promise you. 

Within the Album leaves. 
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THE RED INDIAN. 

WRITTEN ON READING AN ACCOUNT OF THB 

WIGWAMS OF THE NATIVES BEING DESTROYSD IN 

THB BACK WOODS OF AMERICA. 



The red man wails, his spirit weeps. 

His fiercest passions swell. 
His thoughts in deepest dye he steeps. 

And stamps them with a yell. 
The Indian comes in peace to seek 

Where late his wigwam stood ; 
' Twas felled — and deeper glows his cheek. 

Whilst vengence fires his blood. 



"o*- 



He grasps his tomax, strings his bow, 

And fearful looks his ire ; 
His teeth are clenched, his eye balls glow 

With more than mortal fire. — 
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His home was midst the trackless wild. 

And from his earliest year. 
He roamed that forest's fearless child. 

And knew each wild beast s lair. 

* Twas there he learnt the warwhoop cry — 

There first his keen blade drew 
The elk's warm blood — there 'neath his eye 
The tow'ring pine tree grew. 

* Twas there, his boy so fiercely brave, 

A British scalp had won ; 
There too, his wife slept in her grave. 
Scooped by their only son» 

His leafy dwelling crowned by trees. 

With flood coeval — pine and oak ; 
The native now, with phrenzy sees 

Has shared the white man's stroke. 
The Indian cursed — oh ! deeply cursed 

Each author of his woe ! 
And fearful thoughts his bosom nursed 

Against each pale-faced foe. 
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" Bring kere mjr weapons ! — • let me clasp 

" The deadliest to my heart; 
" My hand were tmt'rous should it grasp 

" Aught that wodld fail its part. 
" My rifle, trusty comrade ! — now 

*' Fail not in my great need — 
*' My knife ! scalp thou each pallid brow, 

'' Aim! glut thee on tte deed. 

" Here^ hsste, within this very wild 

" Once more my h(»ne dhaU rise 
" Here too. 111 teax;h my frecbom « 

'' His birthriglMi's ded «9 fniee. 
" My kinsmen will extol my name, 

" And the gireat Spirit bkss, 
" Wbe* known .h6wl tt^MA our^rl 

" To nature's wildentess I 

THE END. 



J. WBITTiMaHAM, rATNyS«a SOV^HWCM. 
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